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- SCOTS SANGS. | 


In Three VOLUMES. 1 


Bchold ad liſten, while the fair 
Breaks in ſweet ſounds the willing air; 
And with her own breath fans the fire. 
Which her bright eyes do firſt inſpire:. | 4 
What reaſon can that love controul 1 
3 Which more than one way courts the foul? - | 
RD -* . AL Ex. 
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DEDICATION. 


To ilka lovely Britiſh laſs, 


Frae ladies Charlotte, Anne and Jean, 


Down to ilk bony finging Beſs, 
Wha dances bare ſoot on the green. j 


4 


Dear LassEs, ; - 4 


YT moſt humble ſlave, 
Wha ne'er to ſerve you ſhall derte 4 


Kneeling wad your acceptance crave, 
When he preſents this ſma propine. 


: Then take it kindly to your care, 


Revive it with your tuneſu? notes: 
Its beauties will look ſweet and fair, 


Ariſing ſaſtly through your throats. "Is | | 


The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
When tented by a ſparkling eye, 

The ſpinnet tinkling with her voice, 
It lying on her mY knee, 
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+. DEDICATION. 


pu kettles dringe on ingles dour, 

Or claſhes ſtay the lazy laſs ; | 
Thir ſangs may ward you frae the ſowr, 
And gayly vacant minutes paſs. 


. Edind N 
„ 


Een while heh tea's filbd reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 
Treat a' the circling lugs wi ſound, 

Syne lately {1p when ye have ſung. 


- May happineſs had up your dares, 
And warm you lang with loving fires : 


May pow'rs propitious play their parts, 
585 matching you to your deſires. 


A. RAMSAY. 
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libo' it be acknowledged, that our 

Scots tunes have not lengthened va- 

riety of mufick, yet they have an 

gacrecable garety and natural ſweet- 

neſs, that make them acceptable wherever they 
8 


are known, not only among our ſelves, but in 
other countries. They are for the moſt part fo 


i 
2 


(bearſul, that on hearing them well play d or 
ſung, we find a difficulty to keep our ſelves from 
dancing. What further adds to the eſteem we 
= have for them, is, therr antiquity, and their 
being unverſally known. Mankind's love for 
2 novelty would appear to contradict this reaſon; 
but will not, when we conſider, that for one 
= that can tolerably entertain with vocal or in- 
= ſtrumental muſicł, there are fifty that colttent 
= themſelves with the pleaſure of hearing, and 
= finging without the trouble of being taught : now, 
ſuch are not judges of the fine flowriſhes of new. 

muſick imported from Italy and elſewhere, yet 
 Rwll liſten with pleaſure to tunes that theydmow, 

and can join with in the chorus. Say that our © 
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_ . way is only an harmonious ſpeaking of merry, 
wee muſt reliſh beſt with people, who have not 


quires none, or very little of the poet's aſſiſt- 
' ance. | 


ora to known good tunes would prove, en- 


undertaking, that they generouſly lent me their 


'the collection. The reſt are ſuch old verſes as 


Gaberlunzie man, Muirland Willy, &c. 


_-therr merry images of the low charafter. 


Worthy friend Dr. 


| annerman tells me from 
America, „ 7 


— 


beſtowed much of their time in acquiring a taſte 
for that downright perfect muſick, which re- 


+ This ninth edition in eight years, and the ge. 

neral demand for the book by perſons of al! 
Tanks, wherever our language 1s underſtood, 
15 a ſure evidence A its being acceptable. My 


- witty, or ſoft thoughts, after the poet has dreſs d . 
. them in four or frve ſtanzas; yet undoubtedly 


My being well aſſured, how acceptable new | 


have been done time out of mind, and only 
wanted to be cleared from the aroſs of blunder- 
ing tranſcribers and printers ; ſuch as, The 


2987 


thut claim their place in our collection, for © 


gaged me to the making verſes for above ſixty 
of them, in this and the ſecond volume: about 


thirty more were done by ſome ingenious young . 
gCutlemen, 'who were fo well pleaſed with my 


aſſiſtance ; and to them the lovers of ſenſe and 
muſick are obliged for ſome of the beſt Jorg Be | 


8 


NE vii 
Nor only do your lays o'er Britain flow, 
Round all the globe your happy ſonnets go; 
Here thy ſoft verſe, made to a Scottiſh air, 

Are often ſung by our Virginian fair. 

Camilla's warbling notes are heard no more, 
But yield to Laſt Time I came o er the moor; 


Hydaſpes and Rinaldo both give way 
To Mary Scot, Taveed-ſide and Mary Gray. 


From this and the following volume, Mr. 


Tonen Calo 7c Wiwed ty ' all; 1% 


good teacher and ſinger of Scots ſongs ) cull d 


E- his Orpheus Caledonius, the mufick for both 


the voice and flute, and the words of - the 
ſongs finely engraven in a folio book, for the 
uſe of perſons of the higheſt quality in Britain, 
and dedicated to her royal highneſs, now her 


by I thought proper to intimate, and do 
ſelf that juſtice which the publiſher neolefled 
fince bg ought to have acquainted his illuſtrious 
lift of ſubſcribers, that the moſt of the ſongs were 


* 


In my compoſitions and collections, I hav 


kept out all ſmut and ribalary, that the 
modeſt voice and ear of the fair finger might 
meet with no affront ; the chief bent of all 
my ſtudies being, to gain their good graces : 


and it ſhall always be my care, to ward 
off theſe frowns that would prove mortal 10 


my miſe. 


* majeſty our moſt gracious queen. This by te 
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_ PREFACE 


ſelves into the ladies boſoms. Happy volumes ! 
you” are to live too as long as the ſong of 
Homer in greek and engliſh, and mixt your 


but my fate, when old and rufled, like you to 
be again reprinted, what a curious figure would 
I appear on the outmoſt limits of time, aſter 


|. ſecure, but 1 miſt yield; pleaſe the ladies, and 
aake care of my fame. | 


n] hopes of this, fearleſs of coming age, 
I ſmile thro life; and when for rhime renown'd, 
u calm quit the farce and giddy ſtage, 

44h Aud ſleep beneath a flow'ry turf full ſound. 
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Now, little books go your ways; be aſſured 
of favourable reception wherever the ſun ſhines 
on the free-born chearful Briton ; fteal your 


aſhes only with the odes of Horace. Were it 
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à thouſand editions? 7% volumes] you are 


wer” 


| Beginning with the Firſt Letter of every Song. - 


©: The Soxcs mark'd C, D, H, EL, M, O, Sc. are new 


I Z., old Songs; Q, old Songs with Additions. 
H, Clive, thou treafire, thou joys: , 
A lovely laſs to a friar came 41 


1 Ah, Chris, cou'd I now but ſit 50 
As from a rock paſt all relief — 
Auld Rob Moris that wins in yon glen 63 


As walking forth to view the plain 3 8 


Ah! the ſhepherd's mournful fate 33 
As I went fortii to view the ſpring 106 
Adieu for awhile my native green plain 143 
And I'll awa to bony Tweed fide „„ © > Fr 
As 1 I walk'd on the firſt of ſweet May 

bw tho be but a country laſts 
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Words by different Hands; NX, the Authors unknown ; 


As Hluvia in a foreſt lay 65 


Ah! why thoſe tears in Net's eyes PET. 
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As I ſat at ay ſpinning wheel 
Adieu the pleaſant ſports and plays 
A ſourhland Jorg that was 2.6: 
As I came in by Tivjot fide 
A cock laird fu cadgie 
At ſetting day and riſing morn 
A nymph of the plain 
All in the Docuns the fleet was moor'd 
Ab! bright Bellinda, hither fly . 
* Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains 
A quire of bright beauties 
As charming Clara walk'd alone 
Amongſt the willows on the graſs 
A trifling ſong ye ſhall hear 
As the ſnow in vallies lying 
Awake, thou faireſt thing in nature 
Away you rover | 


A four reformation | 


1 8 B 5 
= Py s murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay 


te Fonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind 


Ec Bright Gyhia's power divinely great 


- * By ſmooth winding Tay'a ſwain was reclining 
Beneath a beech's grateful ſhade | | 
By the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth 
Beneath a green ſhade I fand a fair maid 


s beauties ſhine ſac bright 
hBhBleſt as the immortal Gods is he 


Beauty from fancy takes its arms 


Balow, Mr. 1y ſtill and ſleep 


Busk ye, busk ye, my bony bride 
«Blyth ocky young and gay 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride 


* Be wary, my Celia, when Celadon wer 


hBleſt as th' immortal Gods is he 
Bucchus is a power divine 
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Come let's ha'e mair wine in F 
Celeſtial muſes tune your lyres | 31 
Come fill me a bumper oy jolly brave boys 52 
Confeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid 7 
Come, Horinda, lovely charmer 171 
Come here's to the nymph that I love 172 
Cauld be the rebels caſt | 221. 
Celia, let not pride undo you 282 vs 
7 Gyid, God of pleaſing anguiſh N 
Celia, too late you wou'd repent — 7 
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Dumbarton's drums beat bonn 3532 

Dear Roger, if your Jen geek © 279 

4 82 part of / ˙ ß | 
, | 


HER es x 7 ” g 
omen, hg 2s 
: 42 4 2 — 2 
„ 


airing beſide a clear ftream  _ 2688 
Do not ask me, charming Phillis 1 
= Diogenes ſurly and prouj : RE 
Damon, if you will believe mne 3345 


oK e 


Fy let us a' to the bridal | l 
Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel my c 118 
For the ſake of ſomebody 5 199 ü 
Fair, ſweet and young, receive a prize 202 
Fair Iris and her ſwain | 25 

A, x" _ the little arts 88 — 
Farewell, my bonny, witty pretty A. 2 
From roſy Ihe: ay Fong. > Gy of love 26h; - -- 
From grave leſſons and reſtrainnt 319 


Gin ye meet a bony laſſie 80 

Gre me a laſs with a lump of lanßd ES 

Go, go, go, go falſeſt of thy ſex begone 00 . 
LS How 
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NV D E X. 
12 


How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green 

Hear me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain 

Harken, and Iwill tell you how 

How blyth ilk morn was ] to ſee 

Happy's the love which meets return 

2 Have you any pots or pans 

E& Honeſt man Jobn Ochiltree 

Ho happy is the rural clown 
How ſha 14 be fad when a husband I hae 

E  Hidfrom himſelf, now by the dawn 

. | . Lo people and ſports 

3 or happy y are we 

SE 24 oat ea 

4 ie that will not merry merry 

4 2% Hark how the trumpet ſounds to battle 

* 1 20 who for ever 

1 4 | E355 

5 ie "HY then my own © 

In vain, fond youth, thy tears give o'er 

In April, when BOP 

I Will awa' wi' my love 

ky {aid to Feany, Jeany, wilt thou do't 

In inter when the rain rain'd cauld 

Nes the charming month of May 

If love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment 

In January laſt 

Ito and tumble thro the night 

T have a green purſe and a wee pickle] Bond 
Fock 5 met with Jenny fair 

dei tou, Jenny fain 

4 ances a well tocher'd laſs 

1 yield, dear lathe, you have won 


yp _ 


„ IA range around the ſhady bowers - L 


In chis grove my Strepbon walkrt 
8 * 11 your glaſſes 


Ith to din king, and a laſting yrs 


s paint the ſweet plain 
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Tin Gil upon the dog-ſtar 

If the be not kind as fair - 

In ſpite of love at length I've found 
13 4 Fo 

Kindly, kindly, thus, my treaſure 


=_ „ 

Let's be jovial fill our glaſſes 

Look where my dear Hamilla ſmiles. 
Leave kindred and friends ſweet Betty '' 
Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 

Love's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove - 

Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 
Let meaner beauties uſe their art 
Laft ſunday at St. Fames's pray rs 
Love thou art the beſt of humane joys 
Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 
Leave off your fooliſh prating | 


My Jockey blyth for what thou has done 
My mither's ay glowran o'er me 


My dear and only love I pra 
by * — march 5 K 
My Patie is a lover gay | 
My 2 and I have toil'd 
My ſoger laddie | 
My Peggy is a young thing 
My days have been ſo wond'rous free 
Maiden freſh as a roſe 
My friend and I 
My Chloe why do ye flight me 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 


NN @©QS G&©þ+ © wm © 


My Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair 
a DINED 


My ſweeteſt Hay, let love incline thee 2 ; 


May the ambitious ever find ___ 4 


1 N D E X 


9 3 2 N 
Nanſy to the green wood gane 
Now wat ye whal met yeſtreen 
Now the ſun's gane out o' fight 
Now Phœbus advances on high 
Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 
Now all thy virgin- ſweets are mine 
Now from ruſticity, and love 


N 3 

O lovely maid! how dear's thy pow'r 

D Zell thy looks have kill'd my heart 
O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 


0 Beſſy Bell and Ma | 
Of — divine — — muſt be 
O Mary thy graces and glances 
O ſteer her up and had her gawn 
O mither dear, 1 *gin to fear 
Oft all the birds whoſe tuneful throats 
One day I heard ary ſay 
D come away come away 
DO had away, had away RY. 
= Owha's that at my chamber door 
= Over the mountains 5 
O walxy, waly up the bank | 
Hy 8 virgin kind! e canna _ RR 
ee, Jean where has thou been 
1 EY r Tone” beguthing 
= _-Ofall the girls that are fo fmart 
On love! if a God thou wilt be 
On a bank beſide a willow / 
lead me to ſome peaceful gloom 
Oh lead me to ſome peaceful room 
Ofall comforts I miſcarried _. 
on! the ivr, month of May 
oe evening as Ila yr 
De long whitſun holy-da yr, 
>> . De Anil morn, when from the ca 


I te Eoin oo et rol... Send 


e WW Wyn 


IN D E X. 


O ſurpriſing lovely fair | $4 
On a bank of flou ers | 350 
Oh! happy happy grove | 553 


WM P | | 

2 Pain'd with her ſlighting Jamie 's love 6 
Pegey, now the king's come 2.22 
Pious Selinda goes to prayers _ 286 
Pray now, John, let Jug prevail 289 
Pretty parrot ſay, when I was away 299 
> Phillis the faireſt of love's foes 2 311 
a . 

Prithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on 335 
Prithee, Billy, be'art fo filly | | 355 


Return hameward, my heart again 98 
Nob's Jock came to woo our Jenny 34,114 20080; 
Remember, Damon, you did tell 27T 


Subjected to the power of love : {16 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 33 
= Sweet fir for your courteſie FP 
cu, Sandy, Young, and Gy, 7 ., 246: --M 
Somnolente 8 N 
Since all thy vows, falſe maid LA = ”” + 

Sandy in Edinburgh was born i + 3 84 
Saw ye Jenny NetHes e room 
Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it ; 
Speak on, — ſpeak thus and ſtill my grief 226 
Stately ſtep he eaſt the a . tb 
Send home my long ſtray'd eyes tome 250 
Sweet are the charms of her I love 256 
1 See, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes r 
See, ſee, my Seraphina comes r 
Since times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee, S r 
See, firs, ſee here! a doctor rare 301 
Selinda ſure's the brighteſt thing e 


Stella rd Flavin ever how: | 26, Some 
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The laſs of Pear 


I'N D E X. 


Some ſay women are like tlie ſea 
Since we die by the help of good wine 
Shall I, wafting in deſpair | 


| T 
Tho? beauty like the roſe 
Teach me Chloe, how to prove 
Tis I have ſeven braw new gowns 
The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 
Tell me Hamilla tell me why . . 
Tell me tell me charming creature 
*T was ſummer and the day was fair 


The laſt time I came o'er the moor 


eaty's mill - * 
Tho! for ſeven years and mair, honour, Ec. 
Tibly has a ſtore of charms 

The pawky auld carle came o'er the lee 


The lawland lads think they are fine 


The collier has a daughter 
This is not mine ain houſe 
The malt- man comes on munday 


| : There was a wife won'd in a glen 
The ſhepherd Adonis 
Þ The carle he came o'er the croſt 


The night her ſilent fable wore, 
*F'was at the fearful midnight hour 


The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 
Phe morn was fair, ſaft was the air : 
The widow can bake and the widow can brew 

Tbe lawland maids gang trig and fine 
Lis not your beauty nor your wit 
E The yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae 
Po has let us ftudy night and day 

The dorty will repent  _ 

Phe laird who in riches and honour 

The bony grey eyed morning begins to peep 
Teen years [1 e 
> = *Twas when the ſeas were roaring 


ke Troy my ſtubborn heart 


. 
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on 
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The ordinance a- board : 79 
Tho' cruel you ſeem to my pain 283 
2 Tranſported with pleaſure 395 
The ſages of old | 353 


VU 


> Upon a fair morning for ſoft recreation © 112 


= 32 W 
What beauties does Hora diſclofe 4 
> When we meet again Phe 5 10 
When flow'ry meadows deck the yea II 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow „ 
While fops in ſaft Falian verſe 24 
WMhen we came to London town | 33 
*Z When innocent paſtime our pleafure did crown 35 
Z While ſome for pleaſure pawn their health 46. 
When trees did bud and fields were green 49. 
What means this niceneſs now of late 62. 
With broken words and down caſt eyes 8 
Where wad bonny Anne ly 837. 


Will you go to the ew-bughts, Marian 88 
What numbers ſhall the muſe repeat | 
When I think on my lad 

When abſent from the nymph I loye > mad 


With tuneful pipe and hearty glee - 153 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains on Teawee 155 
Willy ne'er enquire what end | 161 
When I've a ſaxpence under my thumb 107 
When beauty blazes heavenly bright 1 
While our flocks are a feeding | - 4 
When Phœbus bright the azure skies 195 
Willy was a wanton ”y | | 206 
When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green hill 222 
Were I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove 224 
Well I agree, you're ſure of me 
When hope was quite funk in deſpair 287 
Whilſt I fondly view the charmer = 
_ „ 


* N D. X 


Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling 75 „ 


Would you have a you in Wor fifteen years, 263 


Why ſo pale and wan, ty over 275 


Well drink, and we'll never have done, boys 281 


While the lover is thinking ditto 
Where oxen do low 7 8 294 


When Chloe we ply ä „ 
Wou'd you chuſe a wife 321 
Why ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow 333 
When lovely Phillis thou art ind 336 
Nur y ve love, and why we hate 341 
When bright Aurelia tript the plain dk 348 
While = rk Llov'd, nor dar'd 352 
We a to * War bor 334 


Fe powers! was + Damen then ſo bleſt 11 
Gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt | 16 
Ye gales that gently wave the ſea | | 20 
Ye watchful guardians of the fair 44 
Yeſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay PRs $I 
yours Philander woo'd me lang 207 
Ye blytheſt lads and Iafles gay 212 


: Yang Corydon and Phillis es „„ 


Te beaux of pleaſure 62 


Ves could love, if I could find 322 5 


You may ceaſe to complain 2224 
Ye virgin powers defend my heart 332 
You that love mirth, attend to my ſong 337 


| 7 Yes, all the world will ſure es | 540 
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4 E798 OV ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 1 
> Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 4 
. Painting and order pleaſe our een, 3 
I 8 55 claret makes us merry: 4 
6 But ſineſt colours, fruits and flowers, q 
2 <p And WIne, tho' I be thirky, | . | 
1 Loſe a' their charms and weaker powers, EE 
Cmpar'd with'thoſe of Ghrifty..  - + 
4 HE ; 22 7 VE WA 3 1 | 2 L 
When wand'ring o'er the flowry park, | 
No nat' ral beauty 5% | 
| How lightſome is't to hear the. Lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting ? 
| But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, ATE. EN 

ian 

My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, „ 
And drap the hale creation. „ 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles akindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman: 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; 

With ſecret fighs I vex my heart, 

For fear ſhe love — 7 | 


02 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 1 
His C hrifty did o er-hear him; f N F 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 3 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. = 
She ſpake her favour with a look, = 
Which left nae room to doubt her; =_ 


He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang hisarms about her. 


My Chrifty /— witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears arifing, 

I with this may na be a dream; 

O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 

Time was too precious now for tauk ; 
This point of a' his wiſhes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 

But war' d it a' on kiſſes. | 


1 — A 
The Buſh Moon Traquair. it 

1 2 7 
Far me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 


I'II tell how Peggy grieves me, 
ho thus I languiſh, thus complain, 


Alas! ſhe ne er believes me. | 1 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 3 
ES, ed never move her; _ 5 Fe | 
At the bonny buſh aboon Tra uair, | | bs 


*Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſinil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetiy there io find her, 
Iuyꝰd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that | thought tender; 
E more chere paſ-'d, I'm not to blame, 
I eant not to onend ner. 
2 55 Yet 


610 


0 J s e 
If eer we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 


> The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in Hay, 
d Its ſweets I'll ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay, 

It fades as in December. 


2 


Ye rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Pegey grieve me? 

Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmilcs relieve me. 

Tf not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My pathon no more tender, 

III leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 


To lonely Wilds I'il wander. 


C. 
> To the Tune of, Polwarth on the Green, 
2 H O' beauty, like the roſe 
; That ſmiles on Polwarth green, 
In various colours ſhows, e 


As tis by fancy ſeen: 
Yet all its different glories ly 
United in thy face, | 
And vertue, like the ſun on hig 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


So charming is her air, 
So ſmooth ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome Angel's care 
| Each motion ſeems 8 
* : 


(4 


But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 


The joy ful moments fly, 1 
As if for wings they ſtole theray 2 


She darteth from her eye. : 


Kind am'rous Cuidt, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
Perfume her breath and fmile, 


And wave their balmy wings : 1 
But as the tender bluſhes riſe, _ =_ 


Soft innocence doth warm, 
The Soul in bliſsful extaſies 
Diflolveth in the charm, 


4» 
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77 TEE D- SIDE. 
7 Hat beauties does Nora diſcloſe? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon weed? 
Yet Mary's ftill ſweeter than thoſe ; | 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſie, nor ſweet bluſning roſe, 
Not all the gay flowers of the field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black- bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on 7aveed, 
And love while the faber'd folks ling. 


= "> 
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How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? | 
Do they never careleſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? : 
2 gweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
1 Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
Jo relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
Id ſteal an ambrofial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair: 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ?- 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed? 


eee c ee e 
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To the Tune of, Moss, my Heart that wwe ſbould 
ſunder. 


[S Hamilla then my own ? | 

O!] the dear, the charming treaſure : 

ortune now in vain ſhall frown 3% 

All my future life is pleaſure. | | . 


See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; 
| Smiling heaven is in her face, 


All is gay, and all is nature. 
B 3 See 


Fa, la, ra, &c. 
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See what mingling charms ariſe, 

eng ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes; 

Love ſits laughing in her eyes, : 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes. 


Haſte then from th* Idalian grove, 
Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces ; 
Spread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces. 


Softeſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 
This fair happy night ſurround us, 

While a thouſand fp'ritly joys 
Silent flutterall around us. | 


Thus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, rants + 
- _ Heaven ſtill guard this deareſt bleſſing! 
While we tread the oy of lite, 5 


Loving ſtill, and 


„ 3 Py 


ill poſſeſſing. 
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Lebe fill our glaſſes, 


Madneſs tis for us to think, 
How the warld is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by chink. 


*Fhen never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
- Riches are to them a ſnare ; - 
We're ev'ry one as rich as G ſus, 

While our bottle drowns our care. 

Fa, la, ra, &C. 
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Wine will make us red as rofes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget: 
Come, let us fuddle all our noſes. 
Drink our ſelves quite out of debt. 
2 Fa, la, ra, RC. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
Moe are toping at our bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus: WT, 
Death, be gone, here's none but ſouls, V's 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
{ Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 

Drinking ſouls can never dy. 
Fa, Is, r#, SE \ 10 | 


—— 
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5 | Muirland Willie. 


Arken and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Malte came to WOO. 
Tho” he could neither ſay nor do; | 
The truth I tell, ro you. | L 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide, : 
AHaggy I'ſe ha'e her to be my bride, 
With a fal, dal, &c. | 


On his gray yade as he did ride, 
With durk and piſtol! by his fide, 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle pride, 

Wi' meikle mirth and glee. « I 
Out o'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
H'ith a fal, dal, &c. | 2 
84 | Ea Goods 
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(8) 

Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your doghter's love to win, 
I care no for making meikle din ; 

What anſwer gi' ye me? 

Now, woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
I'Il gie ye my doghter's love to win, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


Now, woer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Wheredo ye win, or in what town ? 
1 think my doghter winna gloom 
On lick a lad as ye. : 
The woer he ſtep'd up the houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


I have three owſen in a'plough, 
T'wa good ga'en yads, and gear enough, 
The place they ca* it Cadeneugh ; 

I ſcorn to tell a lie: ER 
Beſides, I had frae the great laird, 


A peat-patand a lang kail-yard, 


With a fal, &c. 


The maid pat on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a! the town; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he ſtended up in haſte, 
And gript her hard about the waſte, 
MNuba fal, &c. | 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young, and hae enough o' Gear; 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, 
Troth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his bonnet and ſpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his gab, and he pri'd her mou, 
Nb a fal, &c. 5 | | 


905 


The maiden bluſht and bing'd fu law, 
Fhe had na will to ſay him na, 

But to her dady ſhe left it a 

A4 ss they twa cou'd agree. 

The lover e g4'e her the tither kiſs, 
Fyne ran to her dady, and tell'd him this, 
ub a fal, &c. N 


= Your doghter wad na ſay me na, 

But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa ; 

Say whar'll ye gi' me wr her? 
Now, woer, quo':he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But fick's I ha'e ye's get a pickle, 
ub a fal, &c. 


A kilnfu of corn I'll gre to thee, 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk ky, 
 Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner free; 

| Troth I dow do na mair. 
Content, quo* he, a bargain bet, 

= I'm far frae hame, make haſte let's do't, 


= ith a fal, &c. 


BZ The bridal day it came to paſs, 

XZ Wr mony a blythſome lad and laſs; 
But ſicken a day there never was, 

3 Sic mirth was never ſeen. 
This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 

= Meſs John ty d up the marriage bands, 
With a fal, &c. 5 


And our bride's maidens were na few, 
| Wr tap-knots, lug-knots, a* in blew, 
. Frae tap to tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 5 
Their toys and murches were fac clean, 
They glancedin our ladſes ee, 
With a fal, &c. | 


Sick 


(to) 


Sick hirdum, dirdum, and ſick din, 


Wi' he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The minftrels they did never blin, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 


And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 


And ay their wames together met, 
With a fal, &c. 


—_— — 
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1 N Hen ave —_ again, ha 4 0 
j When we meet again Phely, 


s wall reward our pain, 


And loſs reſult in gain, Phely, 


Lone the ſport of fortune driv'n, 
To deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 
Our odds will all be ev'n, Phely, 


When we meet again, Phely, &c. 


Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
_ Tho' we moan like turtle-doves, 
Suftering beſt our virtue proves, 


will come in a ſurpriſe, 
Till ns happy hour ariſe; 


= _ Temper will your love: ſick ſighs, 


I ben ave meet again, Phely, 
hen ve meet again, Phely, 
Raptures will reward our pain, 


Ana leſs reſult in gain, Phely. 


i The promifd Joy. 
| To the Tune of, Carle and the King come. 


And will enhance our loves, he 
ben we meet again, Phely, &c. 


For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely. | 


1 
. 


7 
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To DELIA on her drawing him to ber 
Valentine. 985 


To the Tune of, Black Ey'd Suſan. | 


E Powers! was Damep then ſo bleſt, 
To fall to charming Delia's ſhare ; 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſleſt 
= Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy ge O indulgent Heav'n, 
I ask no more, for all my wiſh is given. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 
I felt and bleft the new born flame. 
May ſofteſt pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


She drew the Treaſure from her breaſt, 
That breaſt where love and graces play, 
O name beyond expreſſion bleſt! 
Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
To be ſo lodg' d! the thought is extaſy, 
Who would not wiſh in Paradiſe to Iy ? 


_— * 


The faithful Shepherd.” 
To the Tune of, Auld lang ſyne. 


Hen flow'ry meadows deck the year, 
And ſporting lambkins play, 
When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear, 
And muſick waKk'd the day; 


ale, eee, . a e. 6255 ep: 


= cn) 
Then did my Chhe leave her bower, 
Too hear my am'rous lay, | 
Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no pow'r 
Shou'd lead her heart aftray.  _ 


The warbling quires from ev'ry bough 

Surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 

To give us change of ſongs: 

Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
I bleſs'd, then hug'd my maid ; 

I rob'd the kifles from her breaſt, 
Sweet as a Noon-day's ſhade. 


Joy ſo tranſporting never fails 
Tuo fly away as air, 

Another ſwain with her prevails, 

Io be as falſe as fair. 

What can my fatal paſſion cure ? 

Fll never woo again; | +6 

All her diſdain I muft endure, 1 

Adoring her in vain. O. 
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W hat pity tis to hear the boy 
- Thus ſighing with his pain; 
But time and ſcorn may give hj 

To hear her ſigh again. 
Ah! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 

Do not thy ſelf beguile, 5 

A faithful lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him wich a Smile. : 0 


2. Ad ence £=; 8 — WS 8 2 3 
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= To Mris. S. H. on bt: taking ſomething ill 
; 3 ſaid. 


# 
To the Tune of, Hallow Ev'n. 


HY hangs that cloud upon thy brow ?. 
Thar beauteous hieav'n ere while ſerege ? 
Whence do theſe ſtorms and tempeſts flow, 

Or what this guſt of paſſion mean? 

And muft then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 

And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 

For each poor filly ſpeech of mine ? — 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, —4 
Thy beauty can make large amends: 
Or if I durſt profanely try 7; 
Thy beauty's powerful charms t*upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 


Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 
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For Venus every heart t'enſnare, - 
With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas with unuſual care, 5 
Bids wiſdom heighten every grace, 
Who can the double pain endure ? 

Or who muſt not reſign the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 
With Gepid's bow and Pallas Shield? 


If then to thee ſuch power is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muſt ſin ere 8 


1 
Vet pitying Heaven not only does 
Forgive th* offender and th* offence, 


But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence. 


es 


The Broom of Cowdenknows, 


OW blyth ilk morn was J to ſee 
| The ſwain come. o'er the hill! 
He skipt the burn, and flew to me: 

I met him with good will. 
O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
' The broom of Cowdenknows ; 
I wiſh I were with my dear ſwain, 
With bis Pipe and my Es. 


J neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay : 
Hie gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 
O the broom, &c. | 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The burds ſtood liſtning by: 
Een the dull cattle ſtood — gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody. | 
O the broom, &c, 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play: 

: JT envy'd not the faireſt * noch 

Thho' ncer fac rich and gay, 

90e broom, ce. 


Hard 


N C3: 
£ ; | Hard fate that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
== Gang heavily and mourn, 

Z Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
= Thatever yet was born. 
O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu* be; | 
He ſtaw my heart: cou'd I refuſe 
== Whate'er he ask'd of me: 
O the broom, &c. © | 
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hat held my wee ſoup whey, _ 
y plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 
May now ly uſeleſs by. | 
O the broom, &c. 


My doggie, and my little kit 
M 


7 - - „ 4 * * — 
—̃ YET — an 
8 a 4 TT * 
** — B02 FW * 8 — 
— — — — Og ——— 2 l 3 | 
mn Py G 4 th n a : Ir 2 Nee 
Ne ph ad - et * RS C4 \ 2 © 0 36" 0 


” 
wa. 
— 
_—_ 


2 - 
CN ak f 
« AX 


Adieu ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures there; 
Ye Gods reftore to me my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 
O the broom, the bonny bouny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows : 
I wiſb I were with my dear ſwim, 
ub bis pipe and my eu. 
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To CHLOE 


To the Tune of, I uiſb my love were in 4 


Y \ 
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Lovely maid! how dear's thy pow'r? 
F At once J love, at once adore; 
| With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
| While ſoſteſt love inſpires = breaſt, 
Eh 2 
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(16) 
This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am'rous maſter thine ; 


Theſe eyes with Strephon's paſſion play 
Furſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming victor, I am thine, * 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 
Was never in another's pow'r 
Was never pierc'd by love before. 
In thee I've treaſur d up my joy, | 
Thou cant'ſt give bliſs, or bliſs deftroy : 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While blifs or miſery can move. 


O ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms ; 
Were hopes of dear enjoy ment gone, 
Still would I love, love thee alone. 
But like ſome diſcontented ſhade 
That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair. L 


_ 


Upon hearing his Pifture was in CL o E' 
* Breaſt. 


Tuo the Tune of, The fourteen of October. 


E Gods! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutring heart, 
Oh gently thorb, — too fierce thou art. 
Tell me thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs defign's; et 
For Strephor's ſake, dear charming maid, *' Me 


Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 
5 9 85 . And 


(r 
And thou bleſt ſhade that ſweetly art 

Lodg'd ſo near my Chloe's heart, 

For me the tender hour improve, 

And foftly tell how dear I love. 

Ungrateful thing! it ſcorns to hear 

Its wretched maſter's ardent pray'r, 

Ingroſſing all that beauteous heaven, 

That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. 


T cannot blame thee : were I lord 
Ofall the wealth thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a God alive. 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On theſe cold looks that lifeleſs air, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. | 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the filent ſhade : 
Thou can ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and-flames impart. 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

I've ever lov'd and lov'd but thee: | 
"Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 

| N ; — 
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Song for a Serenade. 


To the Tune of, The Broem of Conpdenknows: 


Each me, Chloe, how to prove 

1 My boaſted flame ſincere: 

Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my care. 
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Ab Chloris! the cauſe of my mourning. 


(10 


ep in vain diſplays her charms, 

To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 

Vainly ſpreads her filken arms, 
And courts me to her breaſt. 


Where can Strephon find repoſe, 


If Chloe is not there: 


For ah ! no peace his boſom knows, 


When ablent from the fair. 


What tho' Phoebus from on high 
Withholds his chearful ray, 
Thine eyes can well his light ſupply, 


And give me more than day, L. 


Love 19 the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


TD Y a murmuring ftream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 

Be ſo kind, O ye nymphs, Ioftimes heard her ſay, 
Tell Strephon I dy, it he paſſes this way, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. | 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and charms, 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never warms ; 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me dy in his arms, 
Ob Strephon ! the cauſe of my mourning. 
Baut firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 

Down to the ſhades below, 

Eer ye let Strephon know 

That I have lov'd him fo: a 
Then on my pale cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow . 
T hat love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been fleeping and ſoftly drew nigh; 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens ! did he cry, 


Reftore 


8 


fe 


11 _ Blunt 
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* Reftore me my Chloris, ye nymphs uſe your art, 
| They ghing, reply'd, twas yourſelf ſhot the dart 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs heart, 
And kill'd the poor Chloris awith mourning. 

| Ah then is CÞloris dead, 

Wounded by me! he ſaid; 

| I'II follow thee, chafte maid, 

1 Down to the ſilent ſhade. 

Then on her could ſnowy breaſt leaning his head, 

= Expir'd the poor Streplion with mourning. | s 
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To Mris. A. H. on ſeeing her at a Conſort. 


To the Tune of, The bonnieſt Laſs in a the Warld. 


Ook where my dear Hamillia ſmiles, 
Hamillia ! heavenly charmer ; 

See how with all their arts and wales 
The loves and graces arm her. 

A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 
Fair Seats. of youthful pleaſures, 

There love in ſmiling laggoage ſpeaks, 
There ſpreads his roſy treaſures. 


\ 


O faireft Maid, I own thy pow'r, 
I gaze, I figh and languiſh, 
Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguiſh. 
But eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee; 
As thou art faireſt of the fair, 
So I the deareſt love thee, 
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To the Tune of, The Boat-man. ; 


E gales that gently wave the ſea, N 
And pleaſe the canny boat-man, | . 
Bear me frac hence, or bring to me = 
My brave, my bonny Scot — man: 
In haly bands 
We join'd our hands, 
Vet may not this diſcover, 
Mile parents rate | . 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu'* lover. - 


But I loor chuſe in highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat — man, 
E'er I cou'd for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot — man. 
Mae worth the man 
Wha firſt began. . 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
: Love's art to uſe, 4 
While ftrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 
Wha pants to preſ thy bawmy mouth, 
And in her boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gres the word, 
Then haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boat-man , 
| Waft o'er, waft o'er 
= » Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot — man. 
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(21) 
Scornſi* Nanſy. 


To its own Tune. 
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Anſy to the green wood gane, 
o hear the gowd/pink chat'ring, 
And Willie he has followed her, | 
To gain her love by flat'ring : 
But a' that he cou'd ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him; 
And ay when he began to woo, 
She bade him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my dad, quoth he, 
My minny or my aunty ? 

With crowdy mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-kail and ranty-tanty : 

With bannocks of good barly meal, 

Of thae there was right plenty, 

With chapped ſtocks fou butter'd well ; 
And was not that right dainty ? 


Altho' my father was nae laird, 
Tis datha to be vaunty, | ; 

He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 

A ha' houſe and a pantry: 
A good blew bonnet on his head, 

n owrlay *bout his cragy ; 

And ay until the day he died, 

He rade on good ſhanks nagy. 
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Now wae and wander on your ſnout, 
Wad ye hae bonny Nan/y ? 

Wad ye compare ye'r {ell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 


(22) 


J have a wooer of my ain, | 
They ca him ſouple dens 

And well I wat his bonny Mou 
Is fweet like ſugar-candy. 


Wow Nanſy, what needs a this din? 
Do I not ken this San)? 

I'm fare the chief of a' his kin 

> Was Rab the beggar randy : 

His minny Meg upo her back 
Bare baith him and his billy ; 

Will he compare a naſty 1 


To me your winſome Willy? 


* tcher left a good braid ſword, 
| o' it be auld and ruſty, 
Yet ye may tak it on my word, 
It is baith ſtout and truſty ; 
And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 
I ſhall oy baith my Jugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nauſy turn'd her round about, 

And ſaid, did Sandy hear ye, 
Te wadna miſs to get a Clout, 

I ken he diſna fear ye: | 
Sae had ye'r Tongue and fay nae mair, 

Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy; | 
Por as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 22] 
Te never ſhall get Nanſy. i Z. 


Slighted | 


(23) 
Slighted Nanſy. 


Tothe Tune of, 7 he Kirk «vad let me be. 


= » IS I have ſeven braw new gowns, 
And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a- my new gowns, 
My wooer has turn'd his back. 
Beſides I have ſeven milk-ky, 
And Sandy he has but three; 
And yet for a' my good ky, 
= Theladiewinnaha'e me. 


= My dady's a delver of dikes, 
4 mither can card and ſpin, 
And i am a fine fodgel laſs, 
And the ſiller comes linkin in: 
The filler comes linkin in, 
* And it is fou fair to ſee, 
And fifty times wow ! O wow ! 
What ails the lads at me ? 


When ever our Baty does bark, 
= Thenfaft to the door J rin, 
= To ſee gin ony young ſpark 

Will light and venture but in: 

But never a ane will come in, 
Tho' mony a ane gaes by, 

Syne far ben the houſe I rin; 
And a weary wight am I. 
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When I was at my firſt prayers, 
I pray'd but anes i' the year, 

1 with'd for a handſome young lad, 
Anda lad with muckle gear. 
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When I was at my neiſt prayers, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
I faſh'd na my head about gear, 
If I get a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt prayers, 
I pray on baith night arid day, 
And O!] if a beggar wad come, 
With that fame beggar I'd gae. 
And O! and what'll come o' me? 

And O! what'll I do? 
That fic a braw laſſie as I 
Shou'd die for a woer I trow. 


| ta Lucky Nanſy. 


Hile fops in ſaft Htalian verſe, 
2 Ilk fair ane's een and breaſt reher 
Whule ſangs abound and ſcene is ſcarce, 
Theſe lines I have indited : 

But neither darts nor arrows here, 
Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 
And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 
The maidens are delighted, 
CT axvas ay telling you, 
Lucky Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Aud ſprings wad ding the new, 
But ye wad never trow me. 


Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 
To ſpread upon my Laſſie s cheeks ; 
And ſyne the unmeaning name perfix, 
Miranda, Chloe, or Phillis. © ; 


To the Tune of, Dainty Davie. 
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I'll fetch nae ſmile frae Fove, 

My height of e to prove, 
Nor fighing, — thus — 

With roſes eek and lillies. 


I was ay telling you, &C. 


But ſtay, — I had amaiſt forgot 
My miftreſs, and my ſang to boot, 
And that's an unco' faut I wate : 
But Nanſy, tis nae matter. 
Ve ſee I clink my verſe wi' rhime, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime; 


preſent my love 


Forby, how ſweet my numbers chime, 


And ſlide away like water. 
I qwas ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy hatt ſhut cen and hodling air, 


Are a' my pathon's fewel. 


Nae skyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 


Yet thou has charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel). 
Leex me on thy ſnawy pow, 
Lucky Nan; x; lucky Nauf Y 
eft <vood vill eitheſt low, 
And Nanſy ſae will ye now. 


Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, 

Which ne'er bre 58 bard wad do; 

Hear then my charitable vow: 
Dear venerable Nanſy. 

But if the world my paſſion * 


And ſay, ye only live in ſang, 
Ken ] deſpiſe a ſlandring tongue, 
And ſing to pleaſe my fancy. 
Leex me on thy, &C. 5 


8 
(26) 
A S COTS CanTarTa. 
* The Tuneafter an FP manner. 
Compos d by Signior Lorenzo Rocchi 


RW 


Late Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind; 
Jeany took eee to deny him lang; 

He thought her ſcorn came frae a heart unkind, 

Which gart _ in deſpair tune up this ſang. 


. 


| 0 bonny laſſie, ſince tis ſac, 


That I'm deſpis'd by thee, 

I hate to live; but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſweer to die. 

Dear Feany, think what dowy hours 
I thole y your diſdain ; 

Ah! ſhould a breaſt ſac aft as yours, 
Contain a heart of ſtane ? 


RECITATIVE. 


| Theſe tender notes did a her pity move, 
With melting heart ſhe liſtned to the boy; 
Dercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis d him her love: 
He in return thus fang his riſing joy. 


„„ 4 OE Fo 


Hence frae my breaſt, contentious care, 
Ye've tint the power to pine? 

My Feany's good, my Feany's fair, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 

O ſpread thine arms, and gre me fowth 
Of dear enchanting bliſs, 3 

A thouſand joys around thy mouth, 
Gre heaven AND ilka Kats, | 


The 
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( 27) 
The TOAST MM 
To the Tune of, Saw ye my PEGGE 
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Ome let's ha'e mair wine in, 
'S Bacchus hates repming, 
Venus loos nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull, here t'ye, fir ; 
Ye're miſtreſs, Robie, gres her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 
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Then let Peggy warm ye, 

That's a laſs can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 

Sweet is ſhe to me. 

Some angel ye wad ca her, 

And never wiſh ane brawer, 

If ye bare-headed faw her 

iltet to the knee. 


PEGGY a dainty laſs is, | IS 
Come let's join our glaſſes, - OR ; 
And refreſh our hauſes | 
With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
Be ſtateſmen tint in thinking, = 
While we with love and drinking, e 
Give our cares the lie. | 
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(28) 
Magie's Tocher. 


Jo its ain Tune, 


H E meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 

We buckl'd us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her prime, | 
When Willie made courtſhip till her: 

Twa piſtals charg'd begueſs, 

To gie the courting ſhot; 

And ſyne came ben the laſs, 
Wi' ſwats drawn frae the butt. 
Nie firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 

And ſyne at Giles the mither, 

An ye wad gi's a bit land, 

Wee'd buckle us een the gither. 


My daughter ye ſhall hae, 
I'll gi' you her by the hand; 
But I'll part wi my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wr' my 1 
Your Tocher it ſall be good, 
There's nane ſall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Gummie who kens her ſtake: 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, . 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' flaes, 5 
e may cudle in them the gither. 


1— 


Ve ſpeak right well, guidman, 

But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o — as 

Gin ye'l] not quat your land: 

We are but young, ye ken, 

And now we re gawn the gither. 


r 
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A houſe 


WMith ane auld kift made of wands, 


For telling me ſae plain, 


(29) 
A houſe is butt and benn, _ 
And Crummie will want her fother. 
The bairns are coming on, 
And they'll cry, O their mither ! 


We have nouther pot nor pan, 
But four bare legs the gither. 


.Your Tocher's be 2 enough, 
For that ye need na fear, 

'I'wa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your ſell maun ſteer: 

Ye mall hae twa good pocks 

That anes were o' the tweel, 

The t'ane to had the grots, 

The ither to had the meal: 


And that ſall be your coffer, 
Wr aiken woody- bands, 
And that may had your Tocher 


Conſider well, Guidman, 
We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Milſon's mare: 

The fadle's nane of my ain, 

An thae's but borrowed boots, 
And whan that I gac hame, 

I maun tak to my coots : 

The cloak is Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſae crouſe; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
We'll make nac mair toom rule. 
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I like you well, young lad, 


I married when little I had 
O' Gear that was my ain. 
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(30) 


But fin that things are ſae, 
The bride ſhe maun come furth, 

Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll ha'e, 

It'll be but little worth. 

A bargain it maun be, 

Fy cry on Giles the mither: 

Content am I, quo' ſhe, | 

E'en gar the hilti come hither. 

The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 

The bridegroom he came till her; 

The fidler crap in at the fit, Oo 
An they cudl'd it a- the gither, Z. 


4 YC 


To the Tune of, Blink over the Burn faveet BETTE. 


C 
| | In 
Eave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty, H 
Leave kindred and friends for me; 81 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſteddy x 
To love, to honour, and thee. T 
'The gifts of nature and fortune, 
May fly, by chance as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtines ſport on, = I 
But vertue is ever the ſame. : 
Altho' my fancy were roving, | G 
l Thy charms fo heavenly appear, A 
[ That other beauties difproving, E 
| I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. * 
And ſhou'd life's forrows embitter 
D The pleaſure wepromis'd our loves, A, 
| To ſhare them together is fitter, l 
| 


Than mean. aſſunder, like doves. 


oh! were I but once ſo bleſſed, 


(31) 


To graſp my love in my arms 
By —— * rap d and kifled! 
And live on thy heaven of charms! 
| I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 
Shou'd fortune capricious prove ; 
Tho! death ſhou'd tear me to pieces, 
I'd die a martyr to love. 
8 £ 
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T's a ee e e 


To the Tune of, The bonny Gray-ey'd Morning. | 


Eleſtial muſes, tune your lyres 
Grace all my raptures with your lays, 
Charming, enchanting Kate inſpires, 
In lofty ſounds her beauties praiſe : 
How undeſigning ſhe diſplays 
Such ſcenes as raviſh with delight ; 
Tho' brighter than meridian rays, . 


They dazle not, but pleaſe the fight. 


Blind God give this, this only dart, 
I neither will nor can her harm, | 
I would but gently touch her heart, 
And try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Go, Venus, uſe your fay'rite wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 
Let all your graces round her ſmile, 
And ſooth her till I comfort find. 
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When thus, by yielding, I'm o'erpaid, 
And all my anxious cares remov'd, 
In moving notes, III tell the maid, 

Wirh what pure laſting flames I lov'd. 
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Then ſhall alternate life and death, 
My raviſh'd flutt'ring ſoul poſſeſs, 
The ſofteſt tend'reſt things I'll breath, 
Betwixt each am'rous fond careſs. 


5 


To the Tune of, The broom of Cowdenknows. 


8 mand to the pow'r of love, 
| y Nell's reſillleſß charms, 
The fancy fixt no more can rove, 
Or fly love's ſoft alarms. 


Gay Damon had the skill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 
Untill his freedom was undone 
By Nell the conquering maid. * 


But who can ſtand the force of love 
When fhe reſolves to kill? 

Her ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 
And wound us with our will. 


O happy Damon, happy fair, 


What Czþid has begun, f | 
May faithful Hymen take a care | E 


Jo ſee it fairly done. G. 


8 


S O N 6. 
Tune of, Logan Water. 


Vitas hinnuleo me ſimilis, : Chloe. 1 8 ! 
Ell me Hamille, tell me Thy; 
pj Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 

Why from his ſoft embraces fly, L 


And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


8 
LEE 


So flies the fawn, with fear opprefs'd 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 
Ir ftarts at evi ry empty blaſt, 
And trembies when no danger's near. 


And yet J keep thee but in view, 
Jo gaze the giorie: of rhy face, a 
Not with a hazefui ſtept purſue, 

As age, to rifle every grace. 


= Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals ro ourſhine, 

And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 

Leave mama's arms and come to mine. 


A South-Sea Sang. (4 
Tune of, For our lang biding here. 


Hen we came to London Town, 
We dream'd of god in gowpings here, 
And rantinly ran up and down, : 


In riſing ſtocks to buy a skair: 
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We daftly thought to row in rowth, 

But for our daffine pay'd right dear; 

The lave will fare the war in trouth, 
For our lang biding here. 


But when we fand dur purſes toom, 
And dainty ftocks began to fa', 
We hang our lugs and wi' a gloom, 
Girn'd at ſtockjobbing ane and a:. 
If we gang near the South-Sea houſe, 
The whillywha's will grip ye'r gear, 
Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 
For our lang biding here. 


: | : | b % | ; | | : 
Hap me with thy Petticoat. H, 


BEL thy looks have kill'd my heart, 4 
O hs ws the day in pain, 1 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, | b 
And wiſh for thee in vain. 
I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm: 
Have pity and incline, 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing petticoat of thine. 


_ My raviſh'd fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Deluſive dreams ten thouſand ways, 
Preſent thee to my arms. | 
But waking think what J endure, 
' While cruel you decline I 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure d 
This panting breaſt of mine. FE 
2 e 8 1 faint, : 
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I faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 

F Becauſe you Mill deny 

he juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſſion die. 5 
Oh! turn and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine; 
Thy petticoat᷑ could give me caſe, 
lf thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for delight 

That beauteous form of thine, 4B 
And thou'rt too good its law to ſlight, , 
By hindring the _ | 
May all the powers of love agree, 

At length to make thee mine, 

Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 

From èv'ry charm of thine. 


IRS ———ů ——— — Kit 
\ — Ne ” r 
8 q . K. 


— 
— 


* 


9 


Love inviting Reaſon, * 


| A SONG to the Tune of, — Chami ma chattle, ne 
; duce Mar mi. | 


Hen innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a Tree, 
Eer Annie became a fine lady in rown, 

How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
| Letne'era new whim ding thy fancy a-jee ; — 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu* and cany, - 

And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Does the death of a lintwhice give Annie the ſpleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy tothee ; 7 
Can lap: dogs and monkies draw tears frac theſe een, 
That look with indifference on poor dying me ? 

| | | R6uze 


. Gar thee grow forgetfu', and let his heart bleed, 


By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, 


Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
O! as thou art bony be faithfu* and cany, 


(36) 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; 


O! as thou art bony, be prudent and cany, 
And think on thy Jamie wha doats upon the. 


Ah! ſhou'd anew manto or Flanders lace head, 
Or yet a wee cottie, tho' never ſae fine, 


That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 

And dinna prefer ye'r fleegeries to me ; 
O! as thou art bony be ſolid and cany, 

And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 
Tho! gilt o'er wi” laces and fringes he be, 


And aim at theſe Beniſons promis'd to me ? 
Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 
O! as thou art bony be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
E'er ſquirrels, or beaus, or foppery had power 
To rival my love and impoſe upon thee. - 


And let thy defires be a* center'din me ; 


And love him wha's langing to center in thee. 


The 


C2902 
The Bos of Dumblane. 


Ass tE, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 
„ And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 
For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkies, 
Busk ye braw and dinna think ſhame ; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane. 


Be frank my laſſie, left I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again, 
Syne ye may Chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye did nae accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 
The dinner, the piper and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm | Kt dowy with lying my lane, 
Away then leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. 


_— 


Wu 


SON G complaining of Abſence. 
To the Tune of, My Apron Deary. 


H Chloe thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaft, 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt, 
I fly to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return. 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain — my Chloe's away: 
The field and the grove can afford me no caſe, — 
But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 
I'm cold to the faireſt, tho* glowing with charms 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 
- Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I Crx. 

3 E . Theſe 
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And I ſhall die with pleaſure. | 


280). 


TO 1 where bright love like the ſin fits en- 
thron” „ 7, -Þ 
And imiling diffuſes his influence round, 

*T'was thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer amaz'd ; 
Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while I gaz'd. 


Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in my fight, 


It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night; = 
But now by hard fortune remov'd from my fair, ＋I 
In ſecret to languiſh, a prey to deſpair. 3 
But abſence and torment abate not my flame, pr. 
MV Chloe's ſtill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; | 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 
Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I would be bleſt Te 
| | | R. | 
SANS - W 
S ON G. An 
To the Tune of, [fixed my Fancy on ber. Cc 
Right Cynthia's power divinely great, | 
What heart is not obeying? * 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing. Pr 
She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; | 
For ſhe alone diſpences If 


Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes, 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
I hear an angel when the ſings, 
And taſte of heaven in kiſſes. | 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure; : 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, 


EM) 
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To the Tune of, I Too'd 2 bonny Lady. 


ELL me, tell me charming creature, 
1 Will you never eaſe my pain? 
Muſt I die for every feature? 

Muſt I always love in vain? 
The defire of admiration 

Ts the pleaſure you purſue : 

Pray thee try a laſting paſſion, 

Such a love. as mine for you. 


Tears and ſighing could not move you; 
For a lover ought to dare: 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming? 
Will my dear be fickle ſtil!? 
Conqueſt is the joy of women, 
Let their ſlaves be what they will, 
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= Yournegleft with torment fills me, 
1 And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
1 Lou will have a lover leſs. 
If your wand' ring heart is beating 

For new lovers, let it be: | 
But when you have done coquetting, 

Name a day, and fix on me. 
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(49) 
The REPLY. 


N vain, fond youth; thy tears give o'er; 
What more alaſs can Flavia do? 
"7 truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
Il are not happy that are true. 


pagers thoſe ſighs, and weep no more ; 
_ 


ould heaven and earth with thee eombine, 


*T were all in vain, ſince any power, 
To crown thy love muſt alter mine. 


But if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 
I'II footh the ills I cannot cure, 

Tell that I drag a hopeleſs chain, 
Andall that I inflict endure. 


* 


. The Roſe in ow. 
7. [Tolle Cloner : 


To the Tune of, Mary cot. 


3 Was ſummer and the day was fair, 
=; — a w__ to fly from care, 
iling thought, forgetting ſorrow 
I 3 ns wa of 3 „ 

Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 

J kept my heart, my own ſecure: 
But Czpid's art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me, 


Will cruel love no bribe receive ? 

No ranſom take for Mary's ſlave? 

Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me : + 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. - 
No +3 F may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 


_— 


This 
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Pphis beauteous flower, this roſe of Tarrou, 


* 
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In nature's gardens has no marrow. 


Had I of heaven but one requeſt, 


I'd ask to ly in Mary's breaſt ; 


There would I live or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure ;, 
Deſpiſing kings and all that's great, 

I'd ſmile at courts and courtiers fate ; 

My joy complete on fuch a marrow, 

I'd well with her and hve on Yarrow. 


But tho? ſuch bliG I ne er ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill III wear my chain, | 


In hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 


For leaving life III always love her. 
What doubts diſtract a lover's mind? 

That breaft, all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. 


The fair Penitent. 


ASONG, — i own Tune... 


A Lovely laſs to a friar came 

To confeſs in a morning early. 

In what, my dear, are you to blame? 
Come own it all ſincerely, 

I've done, fir, what I dare not name, 

With a lad who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover, oe 

Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There diſcipline to 1 
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Lake a day, fir! if it muſt be ſo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 


No, no, my dear, you do but dream, 
Weill have no double dealing; | 
But if with me you'll repete the ſame, | . 
PII pardon your paſt failing. s 
I muſt own, fir, tho' I bluſh for ſhame, 


e 


I left my love behind me; 
wers! what pain do J endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn difplay*d. 
The beaming day enſuing, 
met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


* [has laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
Ye po 


> 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtly ſporting ; 
We kiſs d and promis'd time away, 
Pill night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the skies, 

Ev'n aan 7 when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be called where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ftee] may wound me ; 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where dangers may furround me: . 
8 Ver 


* 


That your penance is prevailing. 2 


The laſt Time I came o er the Moor. A1 
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Vet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 

In proſpect of ſuch Bliſles. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place, 
To let a rival enter: 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the * ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the ny ſhall cover, 
On Greenland ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' I left her behind me; 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, _ 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


HE Laſs of Peaiy's Mill, 
So bony, blyth and gay, 

In ſpight of all my skill, - 
Hath ftole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay . 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love *midft her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 5 


The Laſs of Peaty” M 1 2 2 
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Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Mrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
When e'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fall, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleafures at my will ; 

I'd promiſe and fulfill, 
That none but bony ſhe, 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
- Shou'd ſhare the ſame wr me. 
* 


C GREEN SLEEVES. 
E watchful Guardians of the fair, 
Who skiff on wings of ambient Air, 
my dear Delia take a care, | 
10 repreſent her Lover, 
With all the gaiety of re. | 
With honour, juſtice, love and truth ; 
Till I return, her paſſions ſooth, 
For me, in whiſpers move her. 


FOR 
2 
&- 


Be 
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Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 

With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 

Who knows no virtue but to fave, 

With glaring * be witch her. 

Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign'd, 

For me, who know how to be kind, 
And have mair plenty in my mind, 

| Than one who's ten times richer. 


Let all the world turn upſide down, 
And fools run an eternal round, 
In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms eſpy, 
In Shadows whtch at diſtance ly, 


Whoſe hop'd for pleaſures, when come nigh, 


Prove nothing in fruition, 


But caſt into a mold divine, 
Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 
Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſure. 
Loet Poets, in ſublimeſt lays, 
Employ their skill her fame to raiſe ; 
Let ſons of muſick paſs whole days, 
With well-tun'd reeds to pleaſe her. 


———— 
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The Tellou- hair d Laddie. 


* 


N Atril, when Primroſes paint the ſween plain, 
And Summer approaching rejoyceth the ſwain ; 


The Yellw-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn-tr 


In 
There, under the ſhade of an old facred d 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev ning and grits 
| | e 
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He ſung with ſo ſaft and inchanting a ſound, 
That S$ilvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſang, Tho*' young Maya be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu* proud air; 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Made in all the gay Bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth: WE 

But Saſſe was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 8 | 

And fair as the goddeſs who ſprung from the ſea. z 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r: (dow'r, 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would e agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his Miſtreſs might be. 
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| Hile ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 5 

1 Y Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, SW 
1 I'll fave myſelf, and without ſtealtnh, Ss | 
2 Kiſs and careſs my Nanny--O. S 
She bids more fair t'engage a Jove | = 
Than Leda did for Danae--O : | 
Mere I to paint the Queen of Love, A 

None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny O. ; 


Ho joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 

When dancing ſhe moves finely—O, 5 
I gueſs what heaven is by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely--O. 

Attend my vow, ye Gods, while I 

(| Breath in the bleſt Britannia, 

|| None's happineſs I ſhall envy, | NL 

* As long's ye grant me Nanmmy- O, Cryorvs. 
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Cnorus. 


My bony, bony Nanny- -O. 
— endes Nanny--O, 

J care not tho the world know 

How dearly I love Nanny--O: 


* — ——— 
Bony J EAN. T 


OV E's Goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 

Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 

For Feany's haughty heart muſt bleed. 
The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 

And kill'd the pride of bony Jean. 


* 


No more the Nymph, with haughty air, 

Refuſes Wilhjis kind addreſs ; 

Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 

But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 

No more the youth is ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 

Whilſt every day he ſpys ſome new 

Surpriſing charms in bony. Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a hk 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bony Jean. 
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The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which even in ſummer ſhortn'd . 
When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams 
All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's prize, the um Queen, 
With breaking day, he lifts his Sight, 
And pants to be with bony Jean. 


Throwdthe Wood Laddie. 2 


3 Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
O Thy Preſencecou'd eaſe me, i 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav rocks are ſinging, 
| And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my car, 
When throw the wood, die, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell: 

| I'm faſh'd wr' their ſcorning, 

Baaith ev'ning and morning; 

Their jeering gas aft to my heart wi'a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander my ſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
| But quick as an arrow, 5 5 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 2 
Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, | 
_ When throw the wood, Laddie, we'll dance, fing and 
A N 
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,, Down the Burn Davie. 
i HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; . 
When Mary was compleat fifteen, 

71 And love langh'd in her eye; 

= Blyth Davy's blinks her heart did move 

; To ſpeak her mind thus free, 

Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 

And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad e 
That dwelt on this burnſide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 
Her Cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 
Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 

What tender tales they ſaid! . 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play d; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In ee vale they lean'd them down ; 

Love only ſaw the reſt. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And naething ſure unmeet; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them fay, 
They lik'd a wa'k fac ſweet ; 5 2 

And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic pleaſure to renew. 

Quoth Mary, love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow * 
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2 $0 N 
- To the Tune of Gilder Roy. 


H! Cloris, cou'd I now but ſit 
As unconcern'd, as when 
Your infant beauty cou'd beget 
No Happineſs nor pain. 
When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 
T little thought that riſing fire, 
Wou'd take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine. | 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceal'd in thine : 

But as your Charms inſenfibly 

To their perfection preft ; 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center'd in my breaft. 


NM on with your beauty grew 
Wide Cupid 1 mand 298 
Till as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part; 
To make a lover, he | by 
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To the Tune of, T he yellow-hair'd Laddie. 1 

E ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 1 1 
. Y Approaet from your ſports and attend tomy ſtrain; 1 | 
Amongſt all your number a lover fo true, 'Y 

Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bleſs in liis view. * i} 

Y | | $ | BY 
= Wasever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine ? 1 
= She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine, 1 
= She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 3Y 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to death. FA q 
3 | 1 
4 She calls me her friend, but her lover denies: +30 
= She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my ſighs. 1 4 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 9 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair 3% 4 

| | |<: 


J fall at her feet, and implore her with tears: 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief 


By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with cave, 
I ſtart wp in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſoo 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wo. | 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, . "mi 
Nor thinks he ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire: . * 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 

Commend her to heaven, and thy ſelf to the grave. 


— 


31 SONG. 
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. 
To the Tune of, ben ſhe came ben ſbe bobed 
| A Rept, fill me a bumper, my jolly brave bays, 


Let's have no more female 1mpert'nence and noiſe; 
For I've try'd the endearments and pleaſures of love, 
And I find they're but nonſence and whimſies, by Jove. 


When firſt of all Betty and J were acquaint, 
I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe figh'd like a faint : 
But I found her religion, her face and her love, 
Were hypocriſy, paint, and ſelf-intereſt, by Jove. 


Sweet Cecil came next with her languiſhing air, 
Her out ſide was orderly, modeſt and fair; 
But her ſoul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her love, 
For I found ſhe was only a trumpet, by Jove. 


_ Little double-gilt Jenny's gold charm'd me at laſt: 
(You know marriage and money together does beſt.) 
ut the baggage forgetting her vows and her Hove, 
Gave her gold to a ni ling dull coxcomb, by Jove. 


Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys; 
Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe : 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love; 
And for trumpets and jilts, I abhor them, by Jove. L. 


IF 
DumMBar ToN's Drums. 


B Umbarton's Drums beat bonny — O, 

=: D When thy mind me of my dear Jonny — O, 
E How happy am], | 
| When my ſoldier is by, 


_ 


While 


| 
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While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie O! 


Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me — O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me — O: 
While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no wars alarms, 


My love is a handſome laddie — O, 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy — O: 
Tho' commithons are dear, / 
Yet I'll buy him one this year; 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie — O. 
A ſoldier has honour and bravery — O, 


Unacquainted with rogues and their knavery—O : 


He mindsno other thing 
But the ladies or the king ; 
For every other care is but ſlavery — O. 


Then I'll be the captain's lady — O 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy — O, 
I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the drum, 


And when el er that beats, I'll be ready — O 


Dumbarton's drums ſound bonny — O, 

They are ſprightly like my dear Fonny — O: 
How happy fall Ev. id 
When on my ſoldier's knee, : 

And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie — O 


Neither danger nor death ſhall e*er fright me 230 


Auld lang hne. 


8 22 auld acquantance be forgot, 
Tho' they return with ſcars ? 

Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorions wars: 
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Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 


And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. - 


Methinks around us on each bough, $ 
. A thouſand Gupids play, 
Whilſt thro' the groves r walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay : 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmure ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. | 


Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate ; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can efteem ſuch flav'ry great 
While bounded like a ball: 
Bur ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, | 
We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
Jou may purſue the chace, : 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace : 
And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero, pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of generous love, 
Which had been utter'd by the fair, 


Bow'd to the pow'rs above: 


I 


Next 
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Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, 
Th' approach'd the facred ſhrine ; 

Where = d prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine. 
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The Laſs of Livingſton, HP, 


Ain'd with her ſh ghting P 5. ag s love, 
Bell dropt a tear — Bell dropt a tear, 
The Gods deſcended from above, 5 

Well pleas'd to hear — Well pleas'd to hear, 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 

From her own tongue — from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, | 

And thus ſhe ſang — and thus ſhe ſung. 
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Bleſt days when our ingenous ſex, 
Mi ore frank and kind more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex; 

But ſpoke their mind but ſpoke their * 
Repenting now, ſhe promis d fair, 
Mou d he return — wou'd he return, 

She ne er again wou'd give him care, 
Or cauſe him mourn —— or cauſe him mourn, 
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yer lov'd I has deſerving ſwain, 

Yer ſtill thought ſhame, — yet ſtill 3 ane, 
When he my e heart did gain, 
To own my flame — to own my "flame ? 

Why took I pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy — and ſeem too coy ? 
W hich makes me now alas lament 


My flighted joy — my lighted joy. 


* 
— 


e 
: ” 1 
< 2 © = 22 4 * — 
r Ave + S 2 ” ER, 
0 - — N * > vas 


— 
8 N N 


N ov " VS? 
# , 
3 O05 þ 
* — 


* LSE. F 
1 —— 9 
1 
Sh = 4 
=— 5 
4 o * 
"= = 
S\ 4 A 
ESD 
8 3 
. 
94 
TY 
- "LY 
* 9 
. 1 — 
: + 
— * f - 
J 12 
11 * 
* bs *. 
4 4 8 
3 7 
1 * 
* 7 
1 7 % 
n => 
q 7 5 
= 4 
” 


1 
Ve fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Oven your ans" your - 4 hg | 
While love's young power with his ſoft wing 
Fans up the fire -— fans up the fire. 
O do not with a filly pride, | 
Or low deſign — or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer plain — but anſwer plain. 


"nt OH — V2V2o 1d 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing eyes — with flowing eyes. 
Glad Famie heard her all the time, | 
With ſweet ſurpriſe — with ſweet ſurpriſe. 

Some God had fed him to the grove; 

Fis mind unchang'd — his mind unchang'd, | 

> Flew to her arms, and cry'd, my love, þ 
I am reveng'd — I am reveng'd ! 


ee £9 ns 


Peggy, I muſt love thee. G 


194 | A from a rock paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Colin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurprite ; | 
Ne life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. - 


Hd ww , Y ao. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 

J ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, c | BE 
Low with defpair my ſpirits mov'd, 

To be for ever parted : | Df 1 
Thus droopt I, till diviner grace = 
I found in Pegey's mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear'd/then baſe, 3 

But vertue more engaging. 


Then el, 


E 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 

I'll have no more 8 5 

Let beauty yield to m wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 

Ill haſt dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 

Since marriage can my fears oppoſe ; 

Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 5 
To ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, a 
Doating on a proud beauty: # 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, ; 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 


r * 2 
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* 05 Bell and Mary Gray. . 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa dong lales, 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi raſhes, 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. - 


Now Beſy's hair like a Lint-tap 
| She ſmiles like a May Morning, 
| When Phebus ſtarts frae T betis* lap, 
The hills with rays adorning 
White is her neck, ſaft is her til 
Her waſte and feet's fu genty; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow! they're dainty. - Na | 
e ed 22 A ur Heute u. Eu a ,, . | | - ny 
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Leave thee, leave thee 


8 
And Mary's Locks are like a craw, 
Her eyes like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay fac clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances: © 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming tte and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove ] ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ve unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between you twa 
” are fic bonny laſſes: 

ae* me ! for baith I canna get, 

To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


o 
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PII never leave thee. K 


Jox x v. | 
H' for feven years and mair, honour ſhou'd 
reave me, e 
Jo fields where cannons rair, thou need na gricve 
thee: | 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indented ; 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 
' U never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


Niers. 3 
O Jonny, I'm jealous whene er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover; 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 
NE. | 5 "Grieve, 


* 
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My Nelly, let never ſi 
For, while my blood's warm, III kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted love's fire, 
' Your vertue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'Il never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


(59) 


Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me 
A*the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny. 


c fancies oppreſs ye, 


NELLY. 


Bid iceſhogles hammer 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy: 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye. 

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee; | 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive thee. 


Then, Jonny, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtris, for love gars me trow ye 
And gin ye prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Yell win but ſma' honour to wrang a kind maiden. 
Reave me, reave me, heavens! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


Jo NN v. 


red Gauds on the ſtuddy, | 


My Deary, if thou die. 


ve never more ſhall give me pain, 


My fancy's fix'd on thee ; 


Nor ever maid m 


heart ſhall gain, 


ou die. 


did ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy love's ſo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou die. 
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IfFare ſhall tear thee from my breaft, 
How ſhall I lonely ftray ? 
In d dreams the night I'll waſte, 
In ſighs the ſilent day. 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee : 
Then I'll renounce all woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 


| No new blown beayty fires my heart 
With Gypid's raving rage, 
But thine which can fuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 
Twas this that like the morning ſin 
Gave joy and life to me; 
And when it's deſtinꝰd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. N 


. 


— 


Ve powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And 3 in ſuch pleaſure ſhare; i 
You who it's faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; | 5 
Oh! never rob them from thoſe arms: . : E 


Im loſt, en . 
My To = 


Meet fir, for your courteſie, : 

a 8 When ye i by the Baſs then, 

Hor the love ye bear to me, 

Buy me a keeking-glaſs then. 

a Keek into the dracu-cwell, a 
Janet, Janet; 

ane” of Il fee ye ir boony ſell, 
My Jo Janet. 


Ry — 2 wa 


\ Keeking 
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Keeking in the draw-well clear, 7 
What if I ſhou'd fa' in, | | 
Syne a my kin will ay and ſwear, \ 
'Tdrown'd my fell for fin. 
Had the better be the brae, 
anet, Janet ; 
Had the better be the brae, 


My Jo Janet. 


Good fir, for your courtefte, n 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
Janet, Janer, 
Ae fair may gain ye haff a year, 
My. Fo Janet, 
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But what if dancing on the green, 
And skipping like a maw king, 

If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted ſhoon, 
Of me they will be tauking. 

Dance ay laigh, and late at e en, 

Janet, Janet, f 

ne a their fauts will no be ſeen, 


My Jo Janet. 


Kind fir, for your courteſy, 
When ye gae to the croſs then, 

For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing horſe then, 

Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 

Janet, Janet; _ 

Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 

u Fo Janet. 
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If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray: ? 
In dreary dreams the night I'll waſte, 
Ihn fighs the ſilent day. 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee : 
Then I'll renounceall woman-kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. 3 


* 


No new blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cypid's raving rage, 5 
But thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 
*T 'was this that like the morning ſun 
Save joy and life to me; 
And when it's deftin'd'day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. : 


Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare; _. 

You who it's faithfal flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 

' Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 

_ Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 


Ohl! never rob them from thoſe arms: 


Tm loſt, if Pegey die. 


* 


My 75 Janet. 


I Weet fir, for your courteſie, x 
When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking- glaſs then. 

Keek into the draau-c-ell, 

Janet, Janet; 

And there yell ſee ye r boom ſell, 
: My Fo Janet. | 


: "2 


2: Keeking 
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Keeking in the draw- well clear, 
What if I ſhou'd fa' in, 

Syne a* my kin will ay and ſwear, 
I drown'd my ſell for ſin. | 

Had the better be the bra 

Janet, Janet; 


Had the better be the brae, 
My Jo Janet. 


Good fir, for your courteſie, | 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new: are dear, 
Janet, Janet, 
Ae pair may gain ye baff a year, 
My. Fo Janet. 


But what if dancing on the green, 
And Are like a maw king, 

If they ſhou'd ſee my clouted * 
Of me they will be tauking. 
Dance ay laigb, and late at e en, 

13 Janet, ö 
Se a their fauts ill no be ſeen, 
e Jo Janet. 


Kind fir, for your courteſy, 


F | 


When ye gae to the croſs then, 38 


For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pacing horſe then. 


Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 

Janer, Janet; 
Pace upo your ſpinning-wheel, 
— Fo Janet. 
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ning wheel is auld and tiff, 
he rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 
Employs aft my hand, Sir. 
Make the beſt o't that ye can, 
Janet, Janet; 4 
But like it never wale a man, | . 
My Jo Janet. 


— 
1. Aa 


S O N G. 
205 the Tune of, John Anderſon my Jo. 


Hat means this niceneſs now of late, 
Since time that truth does prove? 
Such diſtance may conſiſt with ftate, 
But never will with love. 
Tis either cunning or diſdain 
That does ſuch ways allow; 
The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 
May neither happen you. 


For if it be to draw me on, 
VLou over act your part; 
And if it be to have me gone, 
Lou need not haft that art: 
For if you chance a lool to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, ' 


he reſt ſhall be my own: 


| 4 you all the love that's paſt, 


Auld 


3230 fo Sar $nts che cog 
k nnn Y 


n 


663) 
Auld ROB Mok R 1s. 


MITH ER: 
A Uld Rob Aoris that wins in yon glen, (Men, 
He's the king of good fellows, and wale of auld 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and fourſcore too ; 
Auld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
Ha'd your tongue mither, and let that abee, 
For his eild and my eild can never agree: 
They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen! 
For 5 is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 


5 M TI : HE hy - 
Ha'd your tongue, donghter, and lay by your pride 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's 9400 bride; f 
He ſhall ly by your ſide, and kiſs ye too, 
Auld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
Auld Rob Moris I ken him fou weel, 
His A it ſticks out like ony peet-creel, 
He's out ſhin'd, in kneed and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the man [I'll ne'er loo. 


MITHEM 
Tho' auld Rob Auris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; - 
Then, doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob Moris is the man ye maun loo. 
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But auld Rob Aforis I never will hae, 
His back is ſae ſtiff, and his beard is grown gray: 
I had titter die than live wi' him a Lear 
Sae mair of Rob Moris I never will hear. . 
3 G 2 SONG. 
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To the Tune of, Come kiſs with me, come clap with | 
PE GEG. | 5 

= 

Y 7ocky blyth for what thou has done, TT 

There is nac help nor mending ; = 
For thon has jog'd me out of tune, 3 
For a' thy fair pretending. I 
My mither ſees a change on me, 4 


For my complexion daſhes, 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the raſhes. 


FOCKY. 
| My Fe y, what I've ſaid I'll do, 
O 


ree thee frae her ſcouling; 
Come then and let us buckle to, 
Nae langer let's be fooling: 
For her content I'll inſtant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes ; 
And then we'll try a feather-bed, 


*Tis fafter than the raſhes. 
PE GG 2 


Then Focky ſince thy love's fo true, 
Let mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy: 
Sac lang's I live I ne'er mall rue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 
And there's my hand I's ne er complain: 
O! well's me on the raſhes; ; 
When e er thou likes I'll do't again, 
And a feg for a their claſhes. : 


4 1 2 
SONG. 


Ah! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you 


* Why is your wonted fondneſs now 


(6.99) 
SA 
Jo the Tune of, Rothes's Lament; or, Pinky-houſe. 
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S Silvia in a foreſt la 
To vent her woe 1 
Her ſwain Sylvandey came that way, 
And heard her dying moan. 
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So worthleſs and ſo vain: 


Converted to diſdain? 


You vow'd the light ſhould darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your love ; 
In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I credit gave 
To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our charms adore. 


"Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : 

Alas! I fee it but too late, 
My love had made me blind. 

For you, delighted I could die: 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 

To think that credulous conſtant I 

Should by your felf be kill'd. 


This ſaid — all breathleſs, fick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, * 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes ata ftand. 
Slvander then began to melt: 
But ere the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And fgh'd her ſoul to heaven. TY M, 
G 3 . .-- | 
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(6) ö 
The young Laird and Edinburgh Kar r. A ö 


OW wat ye whal met yeſtreen, 1 
og; dae the ſtreet, my jo? 1 
My miſtris in her tartan ſcreen, | 
Fo bony, bra and ſweet, my jo. £ 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, Wi 
That never wiſht a lover ill, 2 
Since ye're out of your mither's fight, E 
Lec's take a wauk up to the hill. na 


O Katy, wiltu gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while ; 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' the ſummer's gawn to ſmile : 
The mavis, nightingale and lark, 
The bleeting lambs and whiſtling hynd, 
In ilka dale, green, ſhaw and park, 
Will nouriſh health and glad ye'r mind 


Soon as the clear goodman of day 
Bends his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn-ſide and play, 
And gather flowers to.busk ye'r brow. 
We'll pou the daiſies on the green, | 
The lucken gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tower, 
A canny, ſaft and flow'ry den, — 

Which circling birks have form'd a bower: 

When cer the ſun grows high and warm, 

We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 

There will I lock thee in mine arm, 

And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


Kary's 


(67) 
KaTyr's Anſwer. 


Y mither's ay glowran o'er me, 

| Tho? ſhe did the ſame before me; 
I canna get leave | 

| To look to my loove, 

Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher ; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
When e'er yekeek in your toom coffer. 


For tho* my father has plenty 
Of ſiller and pleniſhing dainty, 
Yet he's unco ſweer 
To twin wi' his gear; 
And ſae we had need to be tenty. 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylie in 1 motion; | 

Brag well o' ye'r land, 

And there's my leal hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your devotion. 


MARY SCOTT Me 


HN ppy's the love which meets return, 


When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 


Bur words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 


(68) 

Ah no! her form's too heavenly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at a diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile: 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 


Sighing ſwain the banks of Tarroab. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'Il not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then Tl go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
She 1s too good to let me langen: 
With ſucceſs crown'd, T'Il not envy 
The folks who dwell above the sky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe on Yarrow. 


Ore Bogie. . 


JIuuill ava” wi ber, ; 

o* a my kin had ſworn and ſaid, 
PII o'er Bogie aui her. 

If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae; 

Tho? ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wr her I'll gae. 

Iwill aua, &c. 


I Will awa” wi” my love, 
2 


For now ſhe's miſtris of my heart, 
And wordy of my hand, 

And well I wat we ſhanna part 
For filler or for land. 


1— 
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Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink 
On Betty's bony face. 
] will aua, &c. 


There a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats and air, 
The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare : 
Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms; < 
How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my wife 
And lockt up in my arms! 
Iwill ava, &c. 


There blythly will J rant and ſing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
IU cry, your humble ſervant, king, 
Shamefa them that wa'd change 
A kiſs of Betty, anda ſmile, 
Abeit ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me ye'r crown. 
I will aa, &c. 
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Oer the Moor to Macer. .{ 


ND III o'er the Moor to Maggy, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs call me, 
Then to my fair I'll ſhow my mind, 

Whatever may befall me. 
If ſhe love mirth [1] learn to ſing, 
3 likes 8 nine to follow, 
lay my lugs in Pindys ſpring, 
And invocate Apollo. NY 
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If ſhe admire a martial mind, 

Fl ſheathe my limbs in armour ; 
If to the ſofter dance inclin'd, 

With gayeft airs I'll charm her: 
If ſhe love grandeur day and night 
II plot mynation's glory, 

Find favourin my Ne, 
And ſhine in future ſtory. 


Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
W here wit is correſponding ; 
.And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 
With complaiſance abounding. * 
My bony Magey's love can turn 
e to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 
If in her breaſt that flame ſhall burn, 
Which in my boſom blazes. 


Polwart on the & RE E M. 


A T Polwart on the green 
IF you'll meet me the morn, 
¶ here laſſes do convene 
To dance about the thron. 
A kind ly welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complear, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames fay na, 

As lang as e er they pleaſe, 

Seem caulder than the ſha*, 

While inwardly they bleez ; 

But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 

Be ever to the captive kind, 

That langs na to be free. 


* * 
if y 
— 


At 


4 


At Polwart on the green, 

Amang the new mawn hay, 

With fangs and dancing keen 

We'll paſs the heartſome day. 

At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of bine, 

Thou ſhalt be agelcome, my dear lad, 
To take a part of mine. 


—ͤ— _ — — 


John Hay's bony Laſſie. 1 


Y ſmooth winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun T ſtill live pining 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover 
To my bony Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtranger; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer: 
Then Fl take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e' er we part, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding day a good-mor- 
The ſward of the mead, enamel'd with daifies, (row: 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. 
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But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, | 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell the ſweeter : 
Tis heaven to be by, when her wit is a flowing, 

Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze the deeper Tm wounded; 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded ; - - 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 
For a' my deſire is Hay's bony laſſie. 


Katharine 


* 


. 


(72) 
Katharine Ogre. 


S walking forth to view the plain, 

Upon a morning early, 5 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flowers which grow ſo rarel7: 

I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid, _ 
She ſhin'd tho' it was fogie 

I ask'd her name: ſweet fir, ſhe ſaid, 

My name is Katharine Ogie. 


I ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a'nymph ſo ftately ; 
So brisk an air there did appear 
Ina country maid ſo neatly : | 
Such natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay d, 
Like a lillie in a bogie ; | 
Dianas ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou flower of females, beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee; 
Tho' thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee: 
Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
i Far excels any clowniſh rogie; "I 
Thour't match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd-ſwain ! 

To feed my flock beſide thee, 

At boughting- time to leave the plain, 

In milking to abide thee; | 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 

With Kate, my club, and dogie, EAR OE 

Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, cdl The ve Z 

Had I but Katharine Ogi. 


(33) 
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Then I'd deſpiſe th imperial throne, be 
And ſtateſmens dangerous ſtations; A 
I d be no king, I'd wear no crown, | bl 
I' d ſmile at conquering nations: Fi 
Z Might I careſs = ſtill poſſeſs 112080 
5 his laſs, of whom I'm vogie; 1 
For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 
But I fear the gods have not decreed 
© For me ſo fine a creature, 
® Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 
Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie: 
Pity my caſe ye powers above, 
Elſe J die for Katharine Ogie. 
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Ann thou were my ain Thing. 


Ag 


; F race divine thou needs muſt be, 
, Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
For heaven's ſake, oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 

Ann thou were my ain thing, 

Iuould love thee, I would love thee ; 

Ann thou were my ain thing, 

How dearly would T love thee! 


The gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave; 
O! for their ſake, ſupport a ſlave, 
Who only lives to bore thee. 
Ann thou were, &c. 
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( 74) 
To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your ſake, 
What man can name, I'll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. - 
Ann thou were, &c. ' 
My paſhon, conftant as the ſun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill will ne er have done, 
Till fates my threed of life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'll love thee: | 
Ann thou were, &c. X. 


"RE, | 

Like bees that ſuck the morning dew, 
Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 
Sae wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 

And gar the Gods envy me. 

Ann thou were, &c. 
Sae lang's J had the uſe of light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 1 
Syne in At whiſpers through the night, 7 
I' d tell how much I loo'd thee, | | 

Ann thou were, QC. 


5 
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>, | How fair and ruddy is my Jean, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the green; 

Mere Fa king, thou ſhould be queen, 

Nane but my ſel] aboon thee. 

Ann thou were, &c. 


I'd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, N 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 3 
Fiorm'd hardy to defend thee. 

Ann thou were, &c. i 
OR | Time's 


= C38] 

1 Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 

# | In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay, 

! _ Olet nae ſcorn undo thee. 


Ann thou were, &c. 


While love does at his altar ſtand, 

Hae there's my heart, gre me thy hand, 

And, with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee. 


— 


Ann thou were, &c. 


_ 


2 
Ly 


Lt 


Y ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee, 
T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee ; 

And, as your conſtant ſlave, regard it, 

ne for its faithfulneſs reward 1 
"fs prodf a-ſhot to birth or money, 

But Fields to what is ſweet and bon 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a . 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſae fine are, 
2 when in pools I ſee thee clean em; 

Tusk, en away my heart between em. 

and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

0 gin I had thee on a mountain, - 
Tho' kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee; 
There's my thumb I'M ne'er beguile thee.” -: 


Alane through flow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thou'll gae alang, I'll . 5 thee gay lie, 
And gi'e my 2 Pu ne 7 * thee 
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There's my Thumb Fi n&er beguile thee. 
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O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

To had thy woer up ay niff naffin. 
That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 
O ſay, yes, and I'll ne' er beguile thee. 


1 


For the Love of J E A N. 


Ocky ſaid to ꝓeany, Feany, wilt thou do't ? 
Ne er a fit, quo Jeany, for my tochergood, 
For my tochergood, I winna marry thee. 
E'ens ye like, quo* Jonny, ye may let it be. 


I ha' gowd and gear, I ha' land enough, 
I ha' ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 


Ganging in apleugh, and lin 


And gin ye winna take me, 


f 


king o'er the lee, 
can let ye be. 


J ha' a good ha' houſe, a barn and a byer, 
A ftack afore the door, I'll make a rantin fire; 


I'll make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be; 


And ginye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


3 FC any {aid to oc xy, in ye winna tell, 


Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs my fell. 
Ye're a bony lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye're welcomer to take me, than to let me be 


— 


S G G. 


To the Tune of, Peggy, JI muſt love thee. 


Eneath a beech's grateful ſhade, 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 
He ſigh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 


Without hopes of obtaining : 


(77) 


For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 

Tho' pity cannot move thee, 

Tho? thy hard heart gives no relief, 
Yet Peggy I muſt love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Colin done, 
Phart us you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, tis that alone, 
For which you ſhould excuſe him : 
"Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which I languiſh ; 
"Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. | 4 


For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where every maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 

This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 

Oh! would thou act fo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, 

Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 
Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas! tho* it ſhould ne'er relent, 
Nor Colin's care e*'re move thee, 

Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, | 
My Pegey, I muſt love thee. C 
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O love! why doſt thou gre thy fires 


And Nelly's beauties are divine: 


(78) 
Genty TI BBI, and ſonſy NeLLy. 


To the Tune of, Tibby Fowler in the Glen. 
T! BBY has a ſtore of charms, 


Her genty ſhape our fancy warms ; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma* white arms 
Fetter the lad who looks but at her? 
Frae er ancle to her ſlender waſte, N 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; 
Her roſy cheek, and riſing breaſt, 
Gar ane's mouth guſh bowt fu' of Water. 


NEE LVs gawly, faft and gay, 
Freſh as the lucken flowers in May; 
.TIk ane that ſees her, crys, ah hey 
She's bonny ! O I wonder at her. 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her; 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and skin ſae ſleek, 
Gar mony mouths beſide mine water. 


Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
My wyſon with the maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for, 


When theſe twa ſtars appear thegither, 
Sac large, while we're oblig'd to neither ? 
Our ſpacious ſauls immenſe deſires, 

And ay be in a hankerin ſwither. 

TI BBY 's ſhape and airs are fine, 


But fince they canna baith be mine, 


(79) 


Ve Gods, give ear to my petition, 
Provide a good lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this proviſon, 
I get the other to my lane, 
n proſpect plano and fruition. 


Up in the Air. I. 


OW the ſun's gang out o' ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light: 

In glensthe fairies skip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 

Up in the air 

On my bonny grey mare, 
And I fee her yet, and 1 ſee her yet. 

Up in, &Cc. | 


The wind's drifting bail and ſna', 


O'er frozen hags, like a foot ba'; 


Nae ſtarns keck through the azure flit, 


"Tis cauld, and mirk as ony pit. 
The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon ; 


D' ye ſee, d' ye ſee, d' ye ſee him yet? 


e man, &c. 


Take your glaſs to clear your een, 
Tis the elixir heals the ſpleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 
And gently pufts the lovers fire. 
c Up in the air, 
It drives away care; 


Hale wi' ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, Lads, yet. 


I in, &Cc, 
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(80) 


Steek the doors, keep out the froſt; 
Come, Willie, gie about ye'r toſt; 


Til't, lads, and lilt it out, 
And let us ha'e a blythſome bout. 

Up wi't there, there, 
DdDinna cheat, but drink fair: 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, lads, yet. 

Up wi't, &c. 


y gar rub ber cer ui Strae. 


IN ye meet a bony laſhe, 
G Gre her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty huſſy, | 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi ſtrae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time; 
Then, lads and lafſes, while tis May, 

Gae pu' the gowan in its prime, | 
Before it wither and decay. 


Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath her breath, 

And kiſſes, laying a' the 1 | | 
On you, if ſhe 4 ony ſyaith. 


Haith ye' re ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook ; 

Syne frae your arms ſhe Il rin away, 

And hide herfelf in ſome dark nook. 


( 
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Her 


(387) 


Her laugh will lead you to the place, 8 
Where lyes the happineſs ye want, 

And plainly tell you ro your face, 
Nineteen na- ſays are haff a grant. 


Now to her ma boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 
Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 


Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 

Are of the Gods indulgent grant : 
Then, ſurly carles, whiſhr, forbear 

To plauge us with your whinning cant. 


PATIE awd PEGGY. ©. 


EE PAT I E. 
the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
ee my laſſie, that as well as I, HEE 
ou're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


; PE 6v. 

But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r, 
Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſowr. 


CASES. 

But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
Red cheek'd you compleatly ripe appear, 

AndI havethol'd and woo'd a lang haff year. 


PEGGY. 
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(82) 


Paas. 
Fhen dinna pu* me; gently thus I fa” 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a”: 
But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


n 
O charming armsfu*! hence, ye cares, away, 
FIL kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day: _ 

A“ night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'll be a* my ain. 


EY Cute 
Sun, gallop down the weſtlin sRies, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſe ; 
0 laſh your fteeds, poſt time away, 
And haſte about our bridel day: 
And if ye re weary'd, honeſt light, 
Sleep gin ye like a week that night. 


The Mill, Mill —— O. 


2 a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 

Was ſleeping ſound and fill — ; 

A lowan wi' love, my fancy did rove 
Around her with good will — O: 

Her boſom I preſt ; but, ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtirdna my 0 to ſpill — O: 

While kindly ſhe ſſept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kifs'd, and kifs'd her my fill — O. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 

5 T* employ my courage and skill — O, 
Flrae'er quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt fails and awa, 
For wind blew fair on the bill O. 


Twa 


„ 


Twa years brought me hame, where loud fraiſing fame 
Tald me with a voice right ſhill — O, 

My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 

Nor kend wha had done her the ill — O. 
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Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer d how ſhe fell — O. 

Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 
Sweet fir, gin I can tell O. | 

Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 
And bad her a' fears expell — O, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed my fell —O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs on the gowan 6, 
| move the ſbilling- Hill . 88 
If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends p 
Before I leave Peggy's mill —O. 
O the mill, mill — O, and the kill, kill —O, 
And the cogging of the wheel — 0; 
e ſack and the ſieve, a' that ye maun leave, 
And round with a ſodger reel — O. 
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To the Tune of, He's my beart that wwe ſbould ſunder. | 


Ith broken words, and down-caſt eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 
And, parting with his Griſy, crys, | ps 
Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder. * 
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To others I am cold as ſhow, 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder: 
From thee with pain 88 to BY; | 
It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
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Chain'd 
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O04) 
| Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 


Nor Time nor ao ſhall ever change 
My Vous, tho* we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


The image of thy graceful air 1 
And — which invites our wonder, 

Thy lively wit, and prudence rare, 

1 Shall fill be preſent,” tho* we funder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy fwain mths, - 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 

Then ſeal a tld += with a ks, 

Always to love 225 tho* we ſunder. 


Ye Gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
Phat as I leave her I may find her: 

When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


** 2 _-— cate os 


. he Gaberlunue-Man. 


T* E pawky auld carle came o'er the lee, 
Wi' many good e'ens and days to me, 
Sayin ng, 5 1 for your courteſie, : 
W 1 e lodge a ſilly poor man? x 
The night was cauld, carle was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he ſat; 

My daughter's ſhoulders he *gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and TE 


O wow! 


N 


O wow! quo' he, were I as free, 


(35) 


As firſt when I ſaw this country, 
How blyth and merry. wad I be! 
And I wad never think lang, 
He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain 
Bur little did her auld minny ken 
What thir flee twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſac thrang. 


And O! quo' he, ann ye were as black, 
As e'er the crown of my dady's hat, 
'Tis I wad lay thee by my back, 

And awa* wr me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as white, 
As Cer the ſnaw lay on the dike, 
I'd clead me braw, and lady like, 

And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the lock, 

And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
Up the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe ; 
Syne to the ſervants bed ſhe gaes, 

To ſpeer for thy filly poor man. 


She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay, 


The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 


She clapt her hands, cry'd, waladay, 


Forſome of our gear will be gane, 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kiſts, 
But nought was ſtown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg'd a leal poor man. : 
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Since nathing's awa', as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 
Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The ſervant gade where the daughter lay, 
The ſheets was cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faft to her good wife can ſay, 
She's aff with the gaberlunzie-man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 


And haſte ye find theſe traitors again; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain, 
The wearifu' gaberlunzie-man. 

Some rade upo* horſe, ſome ran a fit, 

The wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe ban'd. 


Mean time far hind out o'er the lee, 


Fu ſnug in a glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa, with kindly ſport and glee, 


Cut frae a new cheeſe a whang: 
The priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he ga'e her his aith. 
Quo' ſhe, to leave thee I will be laith, 

My winſome gaberlunzie- man. 


Okend my minny I were wi' you, 
IIlfardly wad ſhe crook her mou, 

Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow, 
After the gaberlunzie-man, 

My dear, quo he, ye're yet o'er young, 


And ha' na learn'd the beggars tongue, 
Jo follow me frae town to town, 


And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


— 


Wi 


„ 

Wi' cauk and keel I'll win your bread, 
And ſpindles and whorles for them wha need, 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 

To carry the gaberlunzie — 0. 
I'll bow my leg, and crook my knee, 
And draw a black clout o'er my eye, 
A cripple or blind they will ca* me, 

While we ſhall be merry, and ſing. 


The CORDIAL Af 
Too the Tune of, Mere ſball our Goodman ly. 


| HE. 
Here wad bonny Anne ly? 
W Alane nae mair ye maun ly; 
Wad ye a goodman try ? 
Is that the thing ye're laking ? 


S H E. 
Can a laſs ſae young as I, 
| Venture on the bridal tie, 
+ | Syne down with a goodmanly ? 
| I'm flee'd he keep me wauking. 


| HE. 
Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your g an, 
Shanna hinder you to ly, 
And ſleep till ye be weary. 


| S H E. 
What if I ſhou'd wauking ly, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
Will ye tent me when f 8 
My dear, I'm faint > iry ? 
> A 
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In my boſom thou ſhall ly, 
When thou waukrife art or d 


i Healthy cordial ftanding by, 
1 Shall preſently revive thee. 


1, 


8 HE. 
To your will I then comply, 
-=_ us, prieſt, and let me try 
ow I'll wi' a goodman ly 
Wha cana cordial give me. 


* 


Hl ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the ſheep wi' me; 

The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 

But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 

Gin Marion wad marry me. 


There's owe in your garters, Marion, 
And filk on your white hauſs-bane; 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion | 
At e'en when I come hame. | 
There's braw lads in Zarnſlaw, Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their eye, 
At kirk when they fee my Marion; 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


I've nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
I' gre them a' to my Marion, 


. Juſt on her bridal day; 


Ewbughts MARION. 


And 


28 e Wa Sabin, + . 
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89) 
And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
Ho oa the 4 brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
When e'er ye gang to the town, 
\ 
I'm young and ſtout, my Marion ; 
Nane dances like me on the green; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
III e'en gae draw up wi' Jean: 
Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the cramaſie; 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come weſt, and ſee ye. 


— SRC er — — 


Q. 


The blythſome Bridal. 


Y let us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Focky's to be married to Maggie, 
N The laſs w oe eg. hair. 
nd there will be lang- kail and pottage, 
And bannocks of — be, e 
And there will be good 2 herring, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale. : 
Hy let us à tothe bridal, &c. 


And there will be Saney the ſutor, 
And Vill wi' the meikle mou; 
And there will be Jam the blutter, 
With Andrew the tinkler, I trow; 
And there will be bow'd legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katie's goodman ; 
And there will be blue cheeked Dowbte, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. 
H let us, &c. 8 


TN I 3 


* _ 


- —_ - . 
Por PEA Lee, 21 A ＋ V 576 a, 


And 


8 7 3, 

SEL 1 = 

1 3 
Sts CY. n —. 


| 8 24 "> A 
mu aa ws Vie ry c 1 
I i 8 — a 


Re”, 
SW. 


. * 1 . a4 D 2 1 

I OE ett — . 
nee 
— * 2 — / W 


We 
tet 


L 


4098) 
And there will be Sow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Mat i' the mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
hat wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaßer Sibbie, | 
Wha in with black Beſh did moo], 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
Fy let us, &c. | 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And coft him gray breeks to his arſe, 
Wha after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd nae warſe: 
And there will gleed Geordy Fanners, 
And Kirſb with the lilly white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 
And bang'd up her wame in Mons meg. 
5 let us; &c. 2 


And there will yo Pa oe, 
And blinkin daft Barbara M leg, 
Wi' flac lugged ſharny fac'd Lawrie, 
And ſhangy mou'd halucket Meg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nan/y, 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, 
Muck Madie, and fat hippit Griſy, 
The laſs wr the gowden wame. 


H let us, &c. 


And there will be Girn- again-Gilbie, 
With his glakit wife Penny Bell, 
And mrſle-ſhin'd Mungo Ma apie, 
The lad that was skipper himſel. 
There lads and laſſes in pearlings 
Will feaft in the heart of the ha', 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. 
H lit us, &c. 2 © 
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And there will be fadges and. brachen, 
With fourth of good gabbocks of skate, 

Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, 
And caller nowt feet in a plate. 

And there will be partans and buckies, 
And whytens and ſpeldings enew, 

With ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye ſpew. 

H let us, &c. 


And there will be lapper'd milk kebbucks, 
And ſowens, and farles, and Baps, 
With ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, 
And wt in ſtoups and in caps: | 
| And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 
3 With skink to ſup till ye rive, 
| And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 
Ot flow ks that were taken alive. 
H let us, &c. 
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Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangle, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; - 

When weary with cating and Sinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 

T hen fy let us à to the bridal, | 
For there will be lilting there, 

For Jocky's tobe married to Maggie, 

The laſs wi” the gowden hair. 


The Highland Ladaie. + 


| 7 £ : HE lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that gracefu* mein, 


| And manly looks of my highland laddie? 
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0 2 bonny bonny higbland laddie, 
My handſome charming highland laddie; 


May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 
Our lawland laſs and her highland laddie. 


If I were freeat will to chuſe 

To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
T'd take young Donald without trews, 

With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. | ; 


The braweſt beau in borrows-town, 
In a! his airs, with art made ready, 

Compair'd to him, he's but a clown; 

He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 

O my bonny, &e. | 


Ofer benty hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady. 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. | 


A painted room, and filken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady; 
But I can kifs, and be asglad -- 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. 


Few compliments between us paſs, 
I Tca'him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 

O my bonny, &c. : 
; | 


— 


Nat᷑ 
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Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, 

Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, ; 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. = 
O my bonny, &C. i | it 


ALLAN-WATER, 


Or, Love Annie's very bonny. | 1 
| Hat numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? i AF 
W hat verſe be found to praiſe my Annie ? i 
On her ten thouſand graces wait, 
Each ſwain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, 
She ſer each youthful heart on fire; 
Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 
That Annie kind les new deſire. | 


This lovely darling deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 
ee they ſport and play before her; 
All night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 
In bleſsful dreams they ſtill adore her. 


* the crawd Amyntor came, 1 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; _=_ 
His riſing fighs expreſs his flame, | [hf 
His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, _,.-,., = , —_— 
Kind ſhepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye? = 
Alas! your love muſt be deny'd, e = 
This deftin'd breaſt can ne er relieve ye. | 


( 94 ) 5 


Young Damon came with Cupid's art, 
His wyles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 
He ftole away my virgin heart; | 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon his own Annie. | C 


The Collier bonny Laſſie. . 


H E collier has a daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich batth in lands and money : 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth diſcover! 


3 He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
13 And was by a' reſpected; 
. His airs ſat round him eaſy, : . 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the new ee lillie, 
X y ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur the heart of Wit. 


| 3 Hie lov'd beyond expreſſion 
= The charms that were about her, 


> 


And panted for poſſeſſion, 
== His life was dull without her. 
== After mature reſolving, 
A.loſe to his breaſt he held her, | 
In ſafteſt flames TG x 
= A. Hetenderly thus tell'd her, * 
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My bonny collier's daughter, 

Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, - 
"Tis no your ſcanty tocher 

Shall ever gar me loſe ye : 

For I have gear in plenty, 
And love fays, tis my duty 
To ware what heaven has lent me, 

Upon your wit and beauty. 
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Where HELEN lies. * 


170 in Mourning. 


8 


A H! why thofe tears in Nelh's eyes; 

, To hear thy tender fighs and cries, 
The gods ſtand liſt'ning from the skies, 

leas'd with thy piety. 
To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 
And of one dying take a care, | 
Who views thee as an angel fair, 
Or ſome divinity. 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, 
And cool this fever of my mind, 
Caus'd by the boy ſevere and blind ; 
Wounded I figh for thee; 
While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
To ſuch a height by Hymen's ties, 
To lay me down where Hellen lies, 
And with thy charms be free. 


Then muſt I hide my love, and die, 

When ſach a ſovereign cure is by; 

No; ſhe can love, and I'll go try, 
Whate'er my fate may be, 


(a0) _ 


Which ſoon I'll read in her bright eyes 
With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, 
They tell the truth when tongues tell lies, 
The leaſt believ'd by me. 


„ TONS 
2 Hero — u SOT oF Hare 5 
To the Tune of, Gallowſhiels. 


H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom d to languiſh, 
o bear the ſcornful fair one's hate 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Yet 3 looks, and dying ſighs, 
My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 
While rapture trembling thro' mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. | 
The tender glance, the redning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 

That artleG bluſh, and modeſt air, 

© So fatally beguiling. ET 

= Thy every look, and every grace, 

=_ 80 charm whene'er I view thee; 

THI death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes ae 8 

Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laft bleſſing given, 15 

Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 

And die in fight of heaven. 


(97) | 
TO L. M. M. 


Tune, Rantin roaring Willie. 


MARY! thy graces and glances, 
Thy ſmiles fo inchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonious, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 
But ſay not thouPr imitate angels 
Ought farrer, tho' ſcarcely, ah me! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
A match amongſt mortals for thee. 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires 

May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who deſparing, may fly to ſome other, 

While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 
What a mixture of ſighing and joys 

This diftant adoring of rhee, | 

Gives to a fond heart too aſpiring, 

Who loves in fad filence like me? 


| Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſure, 


And ſhipwreck'd on Iandskips on ſhore : 


Be ſtill more divine, and have pity ; 
I die ſoon as hope is no more. 
For, MARY, my ſoul is thy captive, 
Nor loves, nor expects, to be free; 
Thy beauties are fetters delightful, 
hy ſlavery's a pleaſure to me. 
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(93) 
This 1s no mine ain Houſe. 22 


His is not mine ain houſe, 
I ken by the rigging o't; 


Since with my love I've changed vows, 


I dinna like the bigging o'r. 
For now that I'm young Robie's bride, 
And miſtriſs of his fire-ſide, 

Mine ain kouſe I'll like to guide, 
And pleaſe me with the trigging o'r. 


Then farewell to my father's houſe, 
I gang where love invites me ; 


The ſtricteſt duty this allows, 


When love with honour meets me. 
When HZymen moulds us into ane, 
My Robie's nearer than my kin, 
And to refuſe him were a ſin, 

Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 


When I'm in mine ain houſe, 
True love ſhall be at hand ay 

To make me ſtill a prudent ſpouſe, 
And let my man command ay ; 

Avoiding ilka cauſe of ftrife, 

The common peſt of marricd life, 

That makes ane wearied of his wife. 

And breaks the kindly-band ay. 


* —— 
1 
* 


Fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws. © 


— 


Nun hameward, my heart, again, 


And bide where thou was wont to be, 


Ton art a fool to ſuffer pain 


For love of ane that loves not thee : 


My 


(99) 


My heart, let be ſic fantaſie, 
Love only where thou haſt good cauſe; 
Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


To what effect ſhould thou be thrall ? 
Be happy in thine ain free will, 
My heart, be never beaſtial, 
Bur ken wha does thee good or ill: 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſee wha can beſt play their paws, 
And let the filly flin hes fill, 
For fint a crum of * faws. 


Tho' ſhe be fair, I will not fenzie, 
She's of a kind with mony mae; 
For why, they are a felon menzie 
That ſeemeth good, and are not ſae. 
My heart, take neither ſturt nor wae 
For Meg, for Marjory, or Mauſe, 
But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe ſaws. 


Remember how that Aiedea 
Wild for a fight of Jaſon yied, 
Remember how young Creſſida 
Left Troilus for Diomede; a TY 
Remember Helen, as we read. 
Brought Troy from bliſs unto bair waws: 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. ., 


Becauſe ſhe faid I took it ill, 
For her depart my heart was fair, 
But was beguil'd; where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſt takes care: 


3 


825 


— 
— ay 


x gs 
28 


WS 8 

e 

W n 
— 1 


2 
* he: S — — 
1 — 
8 


2 . P 2 
- b —_— * 
. — 1 * 
WE . 1 


r 


— 


3 


2 2 WW 


. 
1 
89 

. 3 7 
i ri 
; 7 
* * 
p % 
EXD) 
7 FF 
A #: 338 
B44 
Mi £3 
wo j 
* * 
* 
9 1 
5 - LY 
[2 $ 
3 
$ \ 
z 1 
- 5 5 
* «= l 
"+. © . 
7 Ts 
1 "A; 
= \ . z 
4 1 
Pa 2 
*® == 
o 
EF 
"27 FS 
© b bl 
— 7 1 
19 
TY bt 
- 
4 *% BETE 
' 1 
15 
He 
— 
4 
8 * 
_ 4 N 
K $ . 
* 1 
7 4 
SS £ 8 
= 32 
q * 
[2 5s 
©. 3 
© 
14 * 
1 
1 1 
Ae 
1 
mn 
4 -+ $ 
$4 ”: x. 
7 * 
4 Ke 1 
& 9 
18. 41 
n + 
2 
Ml 7 = 
10 
N s i 
_7 7 
11 
7 7 > - 
* 5 
1 
1% 
— 
77 
ON Y 2 
1 
* . # 
| i 
ww 
. 1 of 
* 4 
1: = 
7 i 
q 7: 1 
” *. 
SY. 
? "#4 
_ 
= Is , fs 
4s 2 
1 1 
£7008 
1 1 
<4 £ | 
. by [ 
. 3 
131 
4 3 
+ 855 
4 5 
- 
\ 
d — 
- - * 
: ; T3 
9 5 # 
= = af 
12 2 
15 5 
2 0 
* 1 
4. 1 . 
19271 
q 2 3 
7 
b = Ul 
4 * 
| * 
. 1 U 
4 » % . 
X * 
1 1 27 
1 
= 
8 
* 9 
* * 
2M 
* * f 
1 5 # = 
$ * q 
8 * ' 
a8 
* 4 
LE. 4 
We; 
8 
1 
2 
2 
« : 
4. 
4 , 
* j 
79 
2 
* 
o 
4 
- 
i 
= = 
* 
LY 
3 


8 


— rg a —— 
"2g 2 Aye 2 
2 [ Pen... 


( 100) 


But be thou merry late and air, 
This 1s the final end and clauſe, 
And let her feed and fooly fair, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne'er let her ſlights thy courage ſpill, 
Nor gie a ſob, altho' ſhe ſneeſt, 
She's ſaireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws; 
Now let her ſhircand fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. . 


To Mris. EC 
Tune, Sae merry as we have been. 41 


kT OW Phebus advances on high, 
Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen ; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the sky, | 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
Thro' plantings, by burnies fae clear, 
.. We wander for pleaſure and health, 
Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


View ilka gay ſcene all around, 

That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a' nathing is found, 
Sac perfect Eliza as thee, 5 
Thy een the clear fountains excell, 
Thy locks they out- rival the grove; 
When zephy res thoſe pleaſingly ſwell, 

Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 
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The 


Nae muſick can bleſs with ficjoys ; 


Thy ſweets ſhall be laftirg and bright, 


O fave her frae all humane harms! 


| Hen I think on my lad, 
W I figh and am fad, 


4 ) 


The roſes and lillies combin'd, : 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, al 
By thy cheek and dear breaſts are out-ſhin'd, {8 
Their tinctures are naithing ſac true. kl 


What can we compare with thy voice? 
And what with thy humour ſae ſweat? 


Sure angels are juſt ſae complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand out-ſhine ; 


Being mixt with fae many divine. 
Ye powers who have given fic charms 
To Eliza, your image below, 


And make her hours happily flow. E . 


* 


— 4 ; 


. 


My Daah forbad, my Minny forbad . * . 


For, now he is far frae me. 
My dady was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, 3 
That made bim look blate; 
And yet a brave lad is he. 
Gin ſafe he come hame, 
In ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 


K 3 That 


„ 
But be thou merry late and air, 
This is the final end and clauſe, 


And let her feed and fooly fair, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Ne er dunt again within my breaſt, 
Ne er let her lights thy courage ſpill, 
Nor gie a fob, altho' ſhe ſneeſt, 
She's ſaireſt paid that gets her will. 
She gecks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When ſhe glaicks paughty in her braws; 
Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 3 


To Mris. E. C. 
Tune, Sae merry as we have been. 44 


N OW Phetus advances on high, 
Nae footſteps of winter are ſeen; 
'The birds carrol ſweet in the sky, | 
And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
Thro' plantings, by burnies ſae clear, 
We wander for pleaſure and health, 
Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 
Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


View ilka gay ſcene all around, 

That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a' nathing is found, 

Sac perfect Eliza as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains excell, 

Thy locks they out-rival the grove; _ 
When zephyres thoſe plealingly ſwell, 

Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 


The 


(101) 
The roſes and lillies combin'd, 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 


By thy cheek and dear breaſts are out-ſhin'd, 


Their tinctures are naithing ſae true. 
What can we compare with thy voice? 

And what with thy humour ſac ſweat ? 
Nae muſick can bleſs with ſic joys; 

Sure angels are juſt ſae complete. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 
W hoſe beauties ten thouſand out- ſhine; 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt with ſae many divine. 
Ye powers who have given fic charms 
To Eliza, your image below, 
O fave her frae all humane harms! 
And make her hours happily flow. 


—_ 


— 


» » 


My Daa) forbad, my Minny fortad. . * ; 


Hen I think on my lad, 
I ſigh and am fad, 
For, now he is far frae me. 
| My dady was harſh, 
My minny was warſe, 
That gart him gae yont the ſea, 
Without an eſtate, | 
That made him look blate; 
And yet a brave lad is he. 
Gin ſafe he come hame, 
In ſpite of my dame, 
He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 
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That have but ae bairn like me, 
; That looks upon caſh, 
As naithing but traſh, 
That ſhackles whar ſhou'd be free. 
a And tho* my dear lad 
| Not ae penny had, 
Since qualities better has he ; 
Abiet I'm an heireſs, 
I think it but fair is, 
To love him, ſince he loves me. 


Then my dear Famie, 
 Tothy kind Feanie, 
Haſte, haſte thee in o'er the ſea, 
To her wha can find 
Nae eaſe in her mind, 
Without a blyth ſight of thee. 
T ho' my dady forbad, 
| And my minny forbad, 
Forbidden I will not be; 
: For ſince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e er get it for me. 


Yet them [I'll not grieve, 
Or without their leave, 
Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee : 
Be content with a heart, 
That can never deſert, 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. - 
My parents may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 
When our firm reſolves they ſee ; 
Then I with pleature 
Will yield up my treaſure, 


And a' that love orders to thee. 


Tune 


1 AMS 


8 (103) 
Tune, Meer her up, and had her gaun. x: 
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A Steer her up, and had her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 
But gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
Een let her tak her will, jo. 
Pray thee, lad, leave ſilly thinking, 
aft thy cares of love away; 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 
Tis daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of claret, 
How 1nvitingly it looks; 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't, 
Pox on fighting, trade and books. 
Let's have pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Plac't on the middle of the table, 
And let wind and weather gow]. 45 
Call the drawer, let him fill it 
Fou, as ever it can hold: 
O tak tent ye dinna ſpill ir, 
Tis mair precious far than gold. 
By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 
Bacchus will begin to prove, 
Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 
Drinking better is than love. 


9 8 


Clout the Caldron. 


HFS you any pots or pans, 


Or any broken chandlers? 
I ama tinkler to my trade, 
And newly come frac Flanders, 


(104) 


As ſcant of ſiller as of grace, 
Disbanded, we've a bad- run; 
Gar tell the lady of the place, 
I'm come to clout her caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 

I'll do't to your contentment, 
And dinna care a ſingle flie 

For any man's reſentment ; 

For lady fair, tho* I appear 
To every ane a tinkler, 

Yet to your ſel] I'm bauld to tel], 
I am a gentle jinker. 

Fx adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Love Jupiter into a ſwan 
Turn'd, for his lovely Leda; 
He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa. 
Then may not I, as well as he, 
To cheat your Argos blinker, 
And win your love Tike mighty ove, 
Thus hide me 1n a tinkler. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
; Buy he Gre plot pms, fail 1n, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 

Of _—_ you'll drive a nail in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinkler under tack 

That's us'd to clout my caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


The 


(105) 
e Mal- Man. 


HE malt - man comes on Munday, | 


He craves wonder fair, 1 

Cries, dame, come gi'e me my ſiller, . 
Or malt ye ſall ne er get mair. | !' 68g 

I took him into the pantry, i 
And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 1 


Syne paid him upon a gantree, 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. 


When malt-men come for filler, 
And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 
Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, 
And clear them as I have done, 
This bewith, when cunzie is ſcanty, 
Will keep them frae making din, . 
The knack I learn'd frac an auld aunty, 
The ſnackeſt of a* my kin. 


The malt-man is right cunning, 
But I can be as flee, 

And he may crack of his winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me: 
For come when he likes, I'm ready ; 
But if frae hame I be, x 
Let him wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 
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Bonny BESS T. 
S FH 
Tune, Beſſy's Haggies. I ; 


BE 's beauties ſhine fac bright, 
Were her many vertues fewer, 
She wad ever give delight, 
And in tranſport make me view her. Bonny _ 
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Bonny Beffy, thee alane 
Love I, naithing elſe about thee ; 
With thy comelineſs I'm tane, - 


And langer cannot live without thee. 


B ESSY's boſom's ſaſt and warm, 
Milk-white fingers ſtill employ'd, 
He who takes her to his arm, 
Of her ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd, 

My dear Beſy, when the roſes _ 
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Vertue, which thy mind diſcloſes, : 

Will keep love frac growing caulder. 


B ESS“ tocher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her face and foul diſcovers 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 
Muſt jntice a thouſand lovers. 
+ It's not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and ealy, 
That gives happineſs uncommon, 


Petted things can nought but teez ye. 4 


— 


Omnia vincent amor. 
S I went forth to view the ſpring 
Which Hora had adorned 
In rament fair; now every thing 
The rage of winter ſcorned : | 
I caſt mine eye and did eſpy | 
A youth, who made great clamor ; 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor. = 


Jay along, 

ring river, 

ally N doleful ſong. | 
he did deliver, OT, Ah! 


9 
of 
* 
— 
<7 
- 
: - 


* 2 8 — 

— > » 

5 * 2, > 2 $ 5 "A 
* *. 8 5 * F 


(107) 


Ah! Feany's face and comely grace 

Reb locks eee 
With burning rays have cut my days; 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun out-ſhining, 

Have caught my heart in Cupid's net, 
And make medie with pining, 

Durſt I complain, nature's to blame, 
So curiouſly to frame her, 

Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 

Cry, omnia vincit amor. 


Ve chryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
Be partners of my mourning, 
Ve fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning: 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
Hou juſtly I may blame her; 


5 Ve chanting birds note theſe my words, 


42 77 5 3 . . ; 
f 3 Ah J dnnia vincit amor. 


Had w been kind as ſhe was fair, 

She long had been admir'd, 

And been ador'd for vertues rare, 
Wb' of life now makes me tir'd. 

Thus ſaid, his breath begun to fail, 

He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer; 
He figh'd full fore, and ſaid no more, 
But omnia vincit amor. 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 

I run in hafte to fave him, 
But quickly he reſign'd his breath, 
So deep the wound love gave him. 
Now for her fake this vow I'll make, 

My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 

While on his herſe I'll write this yerſe, 

Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Straight 


(6 


Straight I confider'd in my mind | 
Upon the matter rightly, 

And found, tho” Cupid he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 

For warlike Mars nor thund ring Jove, 
And Vulcan with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love, 


- For omnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee the effects of love, 
Which Gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break aſunder: 
Nor wiſe, nor fool, need go to ſchool, 
To learn this from his grammar; 
His heart's the book where he's to look 
For omnia vincit amor. 


The auld Wife beyont the Fire. 


Here was a wife won'd in a glen, 
And ſhe had — nine or ten, 
That ſought the houſe baith but and ben, 

To find their mam a ſniſhing. 

The auld wife beyont the fire, 

The auld wife anieſt the fre, 

The auld wife aboon the fire, 

She died for lack of ſniſbing. 


4 I. 

Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 
Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let i be gawn, 
For I mann ha'e a young goodman 
Shall furniſh me with ſniſhing. 

The auld wife, &c. 


III. 


(109) 


III. 


Her eldeſt dochter ſaid right bauld, 
Fy, mother, mind that now * auld, 
And if ye with a yonker wald. 

He'll wafte away your ſniſning. 
The auld wife, &c. | 


IV. 
The youngeſt dochter ga'e a out, 


O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides haff blind, you have the gout, 
Vour mill can had nae ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


V. 


Ve lied, ye limmers, criesauld mump, 
For I ha'e baith a tooth and ſtump, 
And will nae langer live in dump, 
By wanting of my ſniſhing. 
T he auld wife, &c. 
0 
Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky ſlut 
Mother, 5 \ I e a — : 
Then we will a' conſent to it, 


That you ſhall have a ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, ce. 


5 GE 


The auld ane did agree tothat, 
And they a piſtol bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, 
To won herſell a ſniſhing. 
T he auld wife, &c. 


L 


| 


"_ 
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(8) 
1 VIII 
Braw ſport it was to ſee her chow't, 

And tween her gums ſae ſqueez and row'r, 
While frae her jaws the ſlaver flow'd; 
8 And ay ſhe curs'd poor ſtumpy. 

2 The auld wife, &c. 


i. 


IX. 


At laſt ſhe ga'e a deſperate ſqueerz, 
Which brak the lang tooth by the neez, 
And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at caſe, 

But ſhe tint hopes of ſhiſhing. 
T he auld wife, &c. - 


| X. 
She of the task began to tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of ſniſhing. 
The auld wife, cc. 


XI. 


Ve auld wives notice well this truth, 
Aſſoon as ye re paſt mark of mouth, 
Ne er do what's only fit for youth, 
And leave aff Grp of ſniſhing: 

Elfe like this wife beyont the fize, 
Her bairns againſt you will conſpire 5 
Nor vill ye get, unleſs ye hire 
A young man with your ſniſbing. | Q. 


EI" 


— JT 


Note, Sniſhing in its Jiteral meaning is ſauff made of 
Tobacco; but in this ſong it means ſometimes 
contentment, a husband, love, money, c. 

? Tu 
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„0 
© Y dear and önly love, I pray, 
That little world of thee, 

Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt monarchy : 

For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 
III call a ſynod in my heart, 

And never love thee more. 


As Alexander I will reign, 
And I will reign alone, 

My thoughts did evermore diſdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fare roo much, 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, 

Who dares not put it to the touch, 
To gain or loſe it all. 


But I will reign, and govern ſtill, 
And always givethe law, 

And have each ſubject at my will, 
And all to ſtand in aw: 

But *gainſt my batteries if I find 
Thou ſtorm, or vex me ſore, 

As if thou ſet me as a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
2 Where I ſhould ſolely be, 
If others do pretend a part, 
Or dares to ſhare with me: 
Or committees if thou erect, 
f Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
_ III ſmiling mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 
L 2 


PII] never love thee more. 
£ Comes iro tt 1 
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But if no faitlileſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
III make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
FIl ferve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before; 


III deck and crown thy head with bays, 


And love thee more and more. 


wy 


The Black Bird. 


Pon a fair morning for ſoft recreation, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan, 
With fighing and ſobing, and fad lamentation, 
© Saying, my black bird moſt royal is flown. 
My thoughts they deceive me, 
Reflections do grieve me, 
And J am o'er burthen'd with ſad miſery ; 
Vet if death ſhould blind me, 
As true love inclines me, 
My black bird I'll ſeek out, wherever he be. 


Once in fair England my black bird did flouriſh, 
He was the chief flower that in it did ſpring; 
Prime ladiegzof honour his perſon did ri 
Becauſe he was the true fon of a king: 
Bat fince that falſe fortune, 
Which ſtill is uncertain, 
Has cauſed this parting between him and me, 
His name I'Il advance 
In Spain and in France, | | 
And ſeck out my black bird, wherever he be. 


(113) 
The birds of the foreſt all met together, 
The turtle has choſen to dwell with the dove; 
And I am reſolv'd in foul or fair weather, 
Once in the ſpring to ſeek out my love. 
He's all my heart's treaſure, 
My joy and my pleaſure; 


And juſtly (my love) my heart follows thee 
| ey AG ; Sh ee and kind, . 
And couragious of minßc 
All bliſs on my black bird, wherever he be. 


In England my black bird and I were together, 
Where he was ſtill noble, and generons of heart. 
Ah! wo to the time that firſt he went thither, _ 
Alas! he was forc'd ſoon thence to depart. - 
In Scotland he's deem'd, WE, 
And highly efteem'd, | 
In England he ſeemeth a ſtranger to be N 
Vet his fame ſhall remain 425 Twas 
In France and in Spain. 


All bliſs to my black bird, wherever he be. 


What if the fowler my back bird has taken; 
Then ſighing and ſobbing will be all my rang; ) 


But if he is ſafe, III not be forſaken, 
And hope yet to ſee him in May or in me. 
For him through the fire, ye txt 
Through mud and through mire, . 
I'll go; for I love him to ſuch a degree, 
Who is conſtant and kind. 
And noble of mind. Fj 


Deſerving all bleſſings wherever he be. 


It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, Fg 


Nor tho' like a pilgrim I wander forlor rn. 


I may meet with friendſhip of one is a ſtranger, 
MVV ore than of one that in Britain is born. 


* 


( 114 ) 


I pray heaven ſo ſpacious, 


To Britain be gracious, 


Tho? ſome there be odious to both him and me, 


Vet joy and renown, 
And lawrels ſhall crown 


My Black bird with honour © nth who he be. 
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N winter when the rain rain'd caul'd. 
1 And froſt and ſhaw: on ilka-hill, 
And Boreus, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 

Was threat' Boy a* our ky to kill : 
Then Bell my wife, 

She ſaid Gig me right haftily, 


Get rb. oodman, fave Cromy's life, 


your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, | 
And ſhe is come of a good kyne; ; 


* 5 | 
Lam laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne; 


Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 

Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Go tak * auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good gray cloak, 


hen it was fitting for my wear; 


1 Bur now it's ſcantly worth a groat, 


For I have worn't this thirty year; 


Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 


We little ken the day we'll die: 


Then I'll be proud, ſince I have Abe rr: 
To +230; ee about me. | ante: 


2 


wha loves na ſtrife, . 


( 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but haff a crown; 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And call d the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou the man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a* the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee, 


Every land has its ain laugh, | 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool, 

T think the warld is a- run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule; 

Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 

Ass they are girded gallantly, 

While I fit hurklen in the aſe; 

I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman I wate tis thirty years, 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 
Now they are women grown and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good husband, 
E'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 


Bell, my wife, ſhe loves na firafe ; = 
But the wad guide me, if ſhe can, ' +7 
And to maintain an ealy life, - = 
I aft maun yield tho* I'm goodman : 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea; 
Then I'll leave at? where I began, 


And tak my auld 2 about me. 
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(16) 
Te Quadruple Alliance; 
1 Tune, Focky, Blyth and 89s | 


FZ, Sandy, Youns, and Gay, 
Are ſtill my eart's delight, 
I ſing their ſangs by day, 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be, | 
*Tis dullneſs then with 1 me ; . 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
Jokes, ſmiles and wit thine clear. 


8 8 
* 


93 


35 with uncommon ſtile, 


And wit that flows with eaſe, 
Inſtructs us with a ſmile, 
= never fails to pleaſe. 
ht Sandy greatly ſings. _ 
f heroes, Gods and kings: 
1 well deſerves the bays, 


And ev'ry Briton's prailſe. | | n 


- While thus our Hemier ſhines; 71 


Young, with Horacian . 


3 theſe falſe defi 


We puſh in love of RY * 
Blyth Gay in pawky ſtrains, 
Makes villains, clowns and ſwains 
Reprove, with biting leer, 
Thoſe in a higher ſphere. 


an, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 

Long may you give delight; „ 
Let all the dunces bray, ' 
Fou're far above their ſpite; 
Such, from a malice ſour, 


Wi --4 Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 


Which never can ſucceed, 


For, who the traſh willread? 7) So 
3 The End ef the Firfl Volume, 
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To the Tune of, I «<viſb my love were in a mire. 


L EST" as the immortal Gods is be, 
The youth cubo fondly ſits by thee, 
$ Ana bears and ſees thee all the while 
<7 PISS Softly ſpeak and ſeveetly ſmile, &c. ; 
You poke and ſmil'd the eaſtern maid; 
Like thine, ſeraphick were her charms, | 
That in Grcaſias vineyards ſtray'd, | 
And bleft the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, "a 115 
Strave to enchant. the amorous king; 
But the Grcaſian gain d his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to ſing. 
Carinda thus our ſang inſpires, 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays, 
But while each charm our m fires, 
Words ſeem too few to found her praiſe, . 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 1 TEN 


To paint ſurpaſſes humane skill: 

Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 

Let ſeraphs ſing her if they will. ” 
Whilſt wand'ring, with a raviſh'd eye, 

We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a ſiſter of the sky, 

To ham an adoration's due. 

Vor. II. ; 
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BE Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 

And without thy favour I'd better not be! 

ge then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
172 

II bring 


. 


then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


Fer Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 


e 
a 272 
Io the Tune of, Lochaber no more. 


Arewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 


We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a* for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir, 
Tho' bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho hurrycanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind, 
Tho loudeft of thunder on louder wayes roar, 


That's naithing like leaving my love on the ſhore, 


To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd. 
By caſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 


= And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, | 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 5 


Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe 
Since > nat hn Bleu me, how can I refuſe ? p 


AndifT ſhould luck to come gloriouſſy hame, 
a heart to thee with love running o'cr, 
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(ng) 
The auld Goodman. 


Atein anevening forth I went, FER 

| A little before the ſun gade down, #33 

And there I chanc'd by accident, TL 

1 To light on a battle new begun. | 464 

A man and his wife was fawn in a ftrife, HY 
I canna well tell ye how it began; 1 

But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life, W's. 

And cry'd ever, alake me auld goodman. wh 

| 5 424 

Thy auld goodman that thou tells of, 1 64 


The country kens where he was born, 
Was but a ſilly poor vagabond, 
And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn; 
For he did ſpend, and make an end 
Of gear that his fore-fathers wan, 3 | 
He gart the poor ftand frac the door, SEES 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. _ __ 


S HE. 


My heart alake, is liken to break, . 
hen I think on my winſome Fohn, 
His blinkan eye and gate ſae free, 
Was naithing like thee, thou doſend drone. 
His roſie face and flaxen hair, 1 
And a skin as white as ony ſwan, 
Was large and tall, and comely withall, 
And thou'lt never be like my auld goodman. 


Hk. 


F Why doſt thou pleen ? I thee maintain, 
: For meal and mat thou diſna want; 
But thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, | 


Now when our gear gins to grow ſcant. 


$ 


= 


(120) 


Of houſhold- ſtuff thou haſt enough, 
Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 
Of ſicklike ware he left thee bare, 

Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


1 


Yes I may tell, and fret my ſell, 

Jo think on theſe blyth days J had, 

When he and together lay 

In arms into a well made bed. 

But now I figh, and may be ſad, 

_ Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 
Thou falds thy feet, and fa's aſleep, 

And thou It neter be like my auld goodman. 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 

And _ was a“ the light of day; 
The carle was fear'd to miſs his mark, 

And therefore wad nae langer ſtay, 
Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 

I trow the wife the day ſhe wan, 
And ay the o'erword of the fray | 
Was ever, alake my auld goodman. Z. 


* 


„ 
To the Tune of, Valiam Jock v. 55 
1 from fancy e Fr 1 | 
nd ev'ry common face ſome breaſt may move, 


Some in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, 


To juſtify their choice, or boaſt their love. 


But 


( 121 


But had the great Apelles ſeen that face, 
When he the Cyprian goddeſs drew, 
He had neglected all the female race, 
Thrown his firſt Venus by, and copied you. 
In that deſign, | | 
Great nature would combine 
To fix the ſtandart of her ſacred coin; 
The charming figure had enhanc'd his fame, 
And ſhrines been rais'd to Seraphina's name. 


II. 


But fince no painter e er could take 33 
That face which baffles all his curious Art; 
And he that ſtrives the bold attempt to make, 
As well might paint the ſecrets of the heart. 
O happy glaſs, I'Il thee prefer, | 
Content to be like thee inanimate, 
Since only to be gaz'd on thus by her, 
A better life and motion would create. 
Her eyes would inſpire, 
And like Prometheus fire, | | : 
At once inform the piece and give deſire, Pa: 
The charming phantom I would graſp, and flie 4 
O'er all the orb, though in that moment die. 


II. 


Let meaner beauties fear the day, | 
Whole charms are fading, and ſubmir to time; 
The graces which from them it ſteals away, 
It with a laviſh hand till adds to thine. 
The God of love in ambuſh lies, : 
And with his arm ſurrounds the fair, E 
He points his eonquering arrows in theſe eyes, 
hen hangs a og ned dart at every hair. 
As with fatal skill, | | 
Turn which way you will, 
Like Eden's flaming ſword each way you kill; 


M 


— 


(122) 
So ripening years improve rich nature's ſtore, 
And gives perfection to the golden ore. P. 


4 


— 


Laſs with a Lump of Land. % 


Fe me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And we for life ſhall gang thegither, 
Tho' daft or wiſe, I'Il never "> Ines, 
Or black or fair it makſna whether. 
I'm aft with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land, 

And in my boſom I'll hug my treaſure ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 

Should love turn dowf, it, will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
1 — with poortith, tho* bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, | 
They'ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle, 


There's meikle eee love in bands and bags. 
And ſiller and gowd's a ſweet complexion; 
But beauty and wit, and virtue in rags, 
Faye tint the art of gaining affection: 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 
And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows, 
And naithing can catch our modern ſparks, 
But well tocher'd laſſes or joynter'd widows. 


( 123 ) 
The Shepherd Adonis. 


I. 


"HE ſhepherd Adonis 
Being weary'd with ſport, 

He for a retirement 

To the woods did reſort. 
He threw by his club, 

And he laid himſelf down ; 
He envy'd no monarch, 

Nor wiſh'd for a crown. 


| II. 
He drank of the burn, oy 
And he ate frae the tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy d, 
And frae trouble was free. 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, 
Tho' never fac Kir. | 
Had nae love or ambition, 


And therefore no care. 


III. 
But as he lay thus 
In an ev'ning fac clear, 

A heavenly ſweet voice 

Sounded ſaft in his ear; 
Which came frac a ſhady 

Green neighbouring grove, 
Where bony Amynta 

Sat ſinging of love. 


- He wander'd that way, 
And found wha was there, 
He was quite confounded 
Jo ſee her ſae fair: 1 
wp 2 
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(124) 


He ſtood like a ſtatue, 
Not a foot cou'd he move, 
Nor knew he what griev'd him; 
But he fear'd it was love. 
; | V. 
The nymph ſhe beheld him 
With a kind modeſt grace, 
Seeing ſomething thar pleaſed her 
x pew in his face, 
With bluſhing a little 
She to him did fay, 
Oh ſhepherd ! what want ye, 
How came you this way ? 


VI. 
His ſpirits reviving, 
He to her reply d, 


I was neter ſac ſurpris'd 
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At the ſight of a maid, 
Until I beheld then 
From love I was free 
But now I'm tane captive, 
My faireſt, by thee. 


ORIG ann 


To B J. G. 


> IE 7Henabſent from the nymph I love, 


The COMPLAINT. 


To the Tune of, When abſent, Ee 


I'd fain ſhake off the chains I 


- Butwhilft I ſtrive theſe to remove, 
More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 


9 


(125) 
cord captiv'd fancy day and night 


airer and fairer repreſents 
Bellinda form'd for dear delight, 
But cruel cauſe of my complaints. 


All day I wander through the groves, 
And ſighing hear from ev'ry tree 
The happy birds 3 their loves, 

Happy compar d with lonely me. 
When gentle ſleep with balmy wings 
To reſt fan's ev ry weary'd wight, 

A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 

That keep me watching all the night. 


Sleep flies, while like the Goddeſs fair, 
And all the graces in her train, 
With melting ſmiles and killing air 
Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 
A ar £3 my mind delighted flies, 
 Ofer all her ſweets with thirling joy, 
Whilſt want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 
That all my trembling hopes deſtroy. 


Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er tranſport and defire; _ 
My pulſe beats high, my cheeks appear 
All roſes, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to my ſelf I turn my view, 
My veins grow chill, my cheeks looks wan: 
Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, 8 
J ſcarcely look or move a man. 
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The young Laſs contra auld Man. A 


HE carle he came o'er the croft, 
| And his beard new ſhaven, 
He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 
The carle rows that I wad hae him. 
Howrt awa, I winna hae him! 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him 
For a his beard new ſhaven, 


Ne'er a bit will I hae him. 


A filler broach he gae me nieſt, 
IJ 0e faſten on my curtchea nooked, 
1 wor' d a wi u y breaſt; 
But ſoon i pon m | the tongue o't crooked ; 
And face may his, I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth, I winna hae him 
An twice a bairn' s, a laſs's a Jeft; 
Sac ony fool for me may hae him. 


The carle has nae fault but ane; 
For he has land and dollars plenty; : 
But waes me for him! skin and bane 
Is no for a plump laſs of twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
Na forſooth, I winna cr him, 
What fi gnifies his dirty rig 
. And caſh without a 1 5 13 them. 


| But ſhou'd my canker d dady gar 
HT - Me take him 2 my inclination, 
LI warn the fumbler to beware, 

| Thar antlers dinna claim their ſtation. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him! __ 
Na forſooth, IT winna hae him! 
Tz m flee'd to crack the baly band, 
Sae Lawiy ſays, I ſhou'd na hae him. 


> # 


( 127 ) 


VERTUE and WIT, 1 
th nnn, A . li 
Jo the Tem of, 3 b 

1 


. H E. 

fes thy love, fair bluſhing maid, 

For ſince thine eye's conſenting, 
Thy fafter thoughts are a* betray'd, 

And naſays no worth tenting. 

Why aims thou to oppoſe thy mind, 

With words thy wiſh denying; 
Since nature made thee to be kind, 

Reaſon allows complying. 


Nature and reaſon's joint conſent 
Make love a ſacred bleſſing, 

Then happily that time is ſpent, 
That's war'don kind careſſing. 
Come then my Katie to my arms, 

I'll be nae mair a rover; | 
But find out heaven in a* thy charms, 

And prove a faithful lover. 


3 SH E. 
What you deſign by nature's law, 
Is fleeting inclination, - 

That Vilh — Wiſp bewilds us a 
By its infatuation, | 
When that goes our, careſſes tire, 
And love's nae mair in ſeaſon, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the fire, 
With all our boaſted reaſon, 
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The beauties of inferior caft 
May ſtart this juſt reflection; 
But charms like thine maun always laſt, 
Where wit has the protection. | 
Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter ; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 
My love will grow completer. 


"4 


8 
To the Tune of, The happy clown. 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 


morning 70 the break of day, 
weet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 


| 1 was the charming month of ay 


From peaceful ſlumber ſhe aroſe, 
Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
And o'er the flowry mead ſhe goes, 

To breath a purer air. 


Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mein, 

Her handſome ſhape and dreſs ſo clean, 

She lookt all o'er like beauties queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt aray. 


The gentle winds, and purling ftream 
Eſſay d to whiſper Chloe's name, 

The ſavage beaſts till then ne'er tame, 
Wild adoration pay. 


Cy 


The feather'd people one might ſee, 

Parch'd all around her on a tree, 

With notes of ſweeteſt melody | 
| They act a cheerful part. 


The dull flaves on the toilſome plow, 
Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubje ction there they vow, 


To pay with all thein heart. 


The bleating flocks that then came by, 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and ruful cry, 


And dance around the brooks, 


The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 


And Forth that foam'd, and roar'd ere while, 
Jide, calmly down as ſmooth as oil, 
T bro' all its charming crooks. 


The finny ſquadrons are content, 

To leave their wat'ry element, 

In glazie numbers down they bent, 
They flutter all along. 


The inſects, and each creeping thing, 

Join'd to make up rhe rural hoy 
All frisk and dance, if the but fing, 
And make a jovial throng. 


Kind Phoebus now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern skies, 


Stru wich the 


glory of her eyes, 


He ſhrinks behind a 


cloud. 


(30) 
Her mantle on a bough ſhe lays, 
And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 


She left all nature in amaze, —_ 
And skip'd into the wood. . 


4 Reals lhe 1 . A CC Po till I)H-5 e 
9 Lady Anne Bothwel's Lament. 


Alow, my boy, ly till and ſleep, 
It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep ; 

If thou'ſt be filent, I'Il be glad, 

Thy mourning makes my heart full fad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 

Balow my boy, Iy ftill and ſleep, 

It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. 
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=  Balow, my darling, ſleep a while, 
And when thou wak'ft then ſweetly ſmile ; 
Baut ſmile not as thy father did, 27 
Too coꝛen maids, nay God forbid ; 
Por in thine eye, his look I ſec, 
Ee The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
When he began to court my love, 
Ad with his ſugar'd words to move, 
HE His tempting face and flatt'ring chear, 
nn time to me did not appear; 
47 —= : But now I ſee that crue he, e 

= -— Cares neither for his babe nor me. 
Bab, my boy, &c. ö 


1 Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt youth, 

ERIE :- - 5 57 ever kiſt a woman's mouth, 

De never any after me, 
— Submitunto thy courteſy : 
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For, if they do, O! cruel thou 
Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balou, my bey, &c. 


I was too cred lous at the firſt, 

To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 

Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love; 

But quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Thy love's no more, thy promiſe nought. 
Balow, my boy, &C. | 


I with I were a maid again, 

From young men's flattery I'd refrain, 

For now unto my grief I find 

They all are perjur'd and unkind: 

Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 

Witneſs my babe lies in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 
And lull my young ſon on my Lap, 
From me ſweet orphan take the pap. 
Balow, my child, thy mother mild 
Shall wail as from all bliG exil'd. 
Balow, my boy, &c. d 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 
Whoſe greateſt grief's for wronging thee, 
Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, : 
Who can blame none but her fond heart; 
For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 

With faireft tongues are falſeſt minds. 
Balow, my boy, &C. 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs ſon has play d, 


(C3883 


Of vows and oaths, forgetful he 
Prefer d the wars to thee and me. 
But now perhaps thy curſe and mine. 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwine. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


But curſe not him, perhaps now he, 
Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 
Perhaps at death; for who can tell 
Whether the Judge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I with I were into the bounds, 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 
_ Repeating as he pants for air, 
My name, whom once he call'd his fair, 
1. No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 
on - But ſhe'll forgive, tho* not forget. 
1 3 2M 5 Balow, my 5 pe. - r 


N. If linen lacks, for my love's ſake, 
BE  Thenquickly to him would I make 

= My ſmock once for his body meet, 
And wrap him in that winding-ſheer. 
1 Ah me ! Ts happy had I been, 
1 If he had ne'er been wrapt therein. 
Balou, my bey, &c. 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee; 
i'$ Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me: 
Ty griefs are growing to a ſum, 

44 God grant thee patience when they come; 
| Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 
A hapleſs fate, a 9 5 
Balo, my boy, ill and ſleep, 
. 4 grieves . 3 och thee weep. 


i. * 


— 


1 


Enz 


s O N G. . 


She raiſe and loot me in. 


And gloomy were the skies ; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 
han thoſe in Nes eyes. 
When at her father's yate I knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 
She ſhrowded only, with her ſmock 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; 


Her ſwelling breaſt and glowing face, 


And ev'ry touch enflam'd. 
My eager paſſion I obey'd, 
eſolv'd the fort-to win ; 
And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield and let me in. 


Then then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy ; 


I knew no greater bleſſing, 


So bleſt a man was I. 


And ſhe, all raviſht with delight, 


Bid me oft come again ; 
And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd rife and let me in. 


But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with bairn, 
And ſighing ſat and dull, | 

And J that was as much concern'd, 
Look d e en juſt like a 2 


H E night her ſilent fable wore, | 
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Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſh fin : 

She figh'd, and curs d the fatal hour, 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. | 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part : 
J lov'd her fo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart; 
But-wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 
Thus all was well again, 99 85 
And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 4+ - 


5. N 8. 
F Love's a ſaveet Paſſion. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment ? 

If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint ? 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate ſince I know tis in vain. 

Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 


= . That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my 


| (heart. 
I graſp her hands gently, look languiſhing down, 
And by paſſionate ſiſence I make my love known. 


But oh! how I'm bleſs d when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 


82 By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love. 5 
When in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name. 


How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the charms? 
How delightful embraces? how peaceful her arms? 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above 3 : 


( 135) 


And to beauty's bright ſtandart all heroes myſt yield. 
For tis beauty that cenquers, and keeps the fair field. 


j X. 


— 


JOHN OCHILTREE. 


Oneſt man 7ohn Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree, 
Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do. 
Alake, alake! I wont to do! 
Ohon, Ohon! I wont to do ! 
Noa wont to do's away frae me, 
Frae ſilly auld John Ochiltree. 
| Honeſt man Jobn Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auld ohn Ochiltree ; 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake! I dow to do! 
Walaways ! I dow to do ! 
To whoſt and hirple o'er my tree, 
My moor-powt is a I may do. 


Walaways John Ochiltree, 
For mony a time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade fac faſt by ſea and land, 
And wadna keep a bridle hand; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, thy {ell wad die, 
My filly auld John Ochileree. 
Come to my arms, my bony thing, 
And chear me up to hear thee ſing ; 
And tell me o'er a we hae done, 
For thoughts maun now my life ſuſtain. A 


Gae thy ways Jobn Ochiltree + e : 
HFae done! it has nae TALE me. 
ET 


5 


1 3 of 136 ) 
JE the beaft in throw the land, 
She'll may be fa' in a better hand. 
Even fit — there, and think thy fill, 
F or I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. 


A 


— ꝶꝙ—— — _ 
—_— — _—_ — 


S ON 6. 


The auld chorous. 


Up ftairs, down ftairs 
imber ſtairs fer me. > 
Pm laith 1 ly a' night my lane, 
And Jonny s bed 22 near me 


0 Mither dear, I I gin to fear, 
Tho“ I'm baith good and . 
I winna keep; for in my {1 

I ſtart and dream of Jobny. 

When Jobny then comes down the glen, 

To woo me, dinna hinder; 

But with content gi your conſent; 

For we twa ne'er can finder. 


Better to marry, than "I | 
For ſhame and skaith's the clink o * 
To thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 
I dona bide to think o't; 
Sae wg tis time, I'll ſhun — crime, 
That gars poor Epps gae whinging, 
With A Ro een MN 
To a' the bedrals bindging. 


Lobe Tune of, Fenny beguil d the Webſter. / 


Had 


7 


Had Eppy'sapron bidden down, 
The kirk had neꝰ er a kend it; 
But when the word's gane thro* the town, 
Alake! how can ſhe mend it. 
Now Tam maun face the miniſter, -- 5 
And ſne maun mount the pillar; | 
And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk has na filler, 


Now ha'd ye'r tongue, my daughter young, 
Replied the kindly mither, n 
Get Fobny's hand in haly band, 
_ Syne wap ye'r wealth together. 
I'm o* the mind, if he be kind, 
Ye'll do your part diſcreetly ; 
And prove a wife, will gar his life, 
And barrel run right ſweetly. 


a 8 4 


8 O N G. 
Fo the Tune of, Wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, &. 


F all the birds, whoſe tuneful throats 
Do welcome in the verdant ſpring, 
-I far prefer the — notes, 

And think ſhe does moſt ſweetly ſing. 
Nor thruſh, nor linnet, nor the bird, 
Brought from the far Canary coaſt, 

Nor can the nightingale afford 

Such melody as ſhe can boaſt. 


When Phœbus ſouthward darts his fires, 
And on our plains he looks aſcance, 
The nightingale with him retires, 
My ſfiirling makes my blood to dance. 
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In ſpite of Hyem's nipping froſt, 
Whether the day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her health entoaſt, 
Who makes it ſummer all the year. 


Then by thyſelf, my lovely bird, 
T'11 ſtroke thy back, and kiſs thy breaſt; 
And if you'll rake my honeſt word, 
As ſacred as before the prieſt, 
T'l] bring thee where I will deviſe 
Such various ways to pleaſure thee, 
The velvet-fog thou will deſpiſe, 
When on the downy-bills' wich me. X. 


. 

33 — aH 
A v3 0 IN G6. 
To its own Tune. 


un Laue, 


On munanday at morn, 

through the fields I paſt, 

To view the winter corn, 
T looked me behind, 98 35 
| And ſaw come o'er the know, FED. 
. Ane glancing in her apron, 
With a bony brent brow. 


I faid, good morrow, fair maid; 
And ſhe right courteouſſy 
Return'd a beck, and kindly faid, 
Good day ſaveet ſir, to you. 
I ſpear'd, my dear, how far awa 
Do ye intend to gae. 
Quoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa, 
Out o'er yon broomy brace. 


HE. 


* 
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H E. 
Fair maid, I'm thankfu' to my fate, 
8 To have fic company ; . 
or I am ganging ſtraight that gate, 
Where 2 . to 2 ä ; 


When we had gane a mile or twain, 


I faid, to her my dow, 
May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bony mou. 
| S HE. 
Kind Sir, ye are a wi miſtane; 
For I am nane of theſe, _ 
T hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, 
Than to ruffle woman's claife : 
For may be I have choſen ane, 
And plighted him my vow, 
Wha may do wi me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bony mou. 
1 8 H E. 
Na, if ye are contracted, 
I hae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather than be rejected, 
I Will gie o'er theplay; 
And chaſe anither will reſpect 
My love, and on me rew; 
And let me claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bony mou. 


S HE. 
O ſir, ye are proud-hearted, 
And laith to be faid nay, 


Elſe ye wad ne'er a ſtarte 
For ought that I did fay : 
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For women in their modeſty 
At brit they winna bow; 

But if we like your company, 
We'll prove as kind as you. 2. 


S O N G. 
To tha Tune of, Pl never leave thee. 


NE day I heard Mary fa 
How all I leave thee ? 2 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
| Why wilt thou grieve me. 
Alas! my fond heart will break, 
I thou ſhould leave me. 
III live and die for thy fake ; 
Yet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Mary deceived t ce ? 

Did efer her young heart betra 
1 2 that has griev'd thee ; 
1 nſtant mind ne er ſhall ſtray, 

hou may believe me. 

I'll love the | lad night and day, 

And nèver leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming outh, 
What oa ee thee ? 

Can Ma guiſh ſooth? 

_ mall receive thee. 

M ere can neꝰ er decay, 

; ever deceive thee : 

Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
5 revive thee. | 


(141) 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 

O! that thought makes me ſad, 
I'll never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he grieve me ? 

Alas! my poor heart will die, 
If I ſhould leave thee. 


GER. 
— = 
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: COnmmolente, 
Quæſo repente, 
Ngila, vive, me tange. 
Somnolente, queſo, &c. 


Cum me ambiehas, 
| Videri volebas : 
Amoris negotiis aptus; 
Sed factus maritus, 
Es ſemiſopitus, 
Et ſemper à ſomnio captus. 


O ſleepy body, 
And as body, 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee: 
To drivel and drant, 
While I ſigh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee. 


When thou ſhouldft be kind, 
Thou turns ſleepy and blind, 
And ſnoters and ſnores far frae me, 
Wae light on thy face, 
Thy drowſy embrace 
Is enough to gar me betray thee. 


Sleepy Body, drowſy Body. | 


— 


CRIME 

— 45 - : - f — 
2 Tang a RR” 
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Oc) 
General Leſly's march to Long-maſton Moor. 


. 
Why the d— do ye na march! 
Stand to your arms, my lads, 
Fight in good order. 4 3 


Front about ye musketeers all, 


Till ye come to the Eugliſb border. i 
Stand till't, and fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain. 


The parliament blyth to ſee us a coming, 


WM hen to the kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka room, 
Erae popiſb relicts and a* fic innovations, 
That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane i' the right but we, 
Of the auld Scottiſb nation. 
Fenny ſhall wear the hood, 
Focky the ſark of Gos; 
And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, 
That make ſic a cleiro, 
Our pipers braw, 
Shall hae them a', 


What e'er come on it. 
Busk up your pos my lads, 
nnets. | 


Cock up your 
March, march, &c. 


SONG. 
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S8 G A -. 
To the Tune of, II gar ye be fain to follow me. 
H E. 


Dieu for a while my native green plains, 
Muy neareſt relations, and 5 ſwains, 
Dear Nelly frae theſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 

Were minutes not ages, while abſent frae thee. 


| SHE. | "BW 
Then tell me the reaſon thou does not obey - i 14 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurrys away; 

Alake, thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


H x. 


The reaſon unhappy, is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 3 
To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee. 


5 


Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then Fohny be counſel'd na langer to ſtray, | 
For while thou proves conftant in kindneſs to me 
Contented I'll ay find a treaſure in thee. 


9 H . . 5 
O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray 

A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way - 

To Fondneis which may prove a ruin to thee, : 

A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
It ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, | 
May mablog propitious cer ſmile upon me. | 
14% ED | S ON G. 


„ 
4 
FD To the Tune of, 


USK ye, buskye, bride; 
Busk 8 busk cn _ Fac marrow ; 
Butt ye, bunt ye, my bony bride, 
+ Busk and go to the braes of Yarrow ; 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 
Dancing while lavrock ſing the morning; 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 
O Bell ne er vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Hora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho' on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Vet haſtylie they flow to Tweed, | 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


Haſt ye, haſt ye, my bony Bell, 

Haſt to my arms, and there III guard thee, 

With free conſent my fears repel, 

III with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I faftly to my fair, 1 
= Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
DO queen of ſmiles, I ask nae mair, wo 
| Since now my bony Bell's conſenting. 
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Corn Riggs are bony. "WE 


X Patie is a lover gay, 

IVI His mind is never iy 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 
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His ſhape is handfom, middle Gre; 
He's ſtately in his 1 


The ſhining of his een ſurpri 


C3 


Tis heaven to hear him tawking. . 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 


Where yellow corn was growing, 


There mony a kindly word he ſpake, | 


That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſs d, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony; 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O Corn riggs are bony. 


Loet maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign d, 

We chaſt'ly ſhould be granting; 
Then I'll comply, and mary Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 
He's free to touzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs are bony. 


. Cromlet's Lilt. 


Ince all thy vows, falſe maid, 
| Are blown to air, 
And my poor heart betray'd 
To fad deſpair, 
Into ſome wilderneſs, ws 
My grief I will expreſs, 
And thy hard heartedneſs, 
O cruel fair. 
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Have I not graven our loves 

On every tree: 
In yonder ſpreading groves, b 
| Tho thou be: 
Was not a ſolemn oath 
Plighted betwixt us bot, 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, 
<1 Conſtant to be. 


Some gloomy place I'll find, 


= 


Where neither ſun nor wing 
| E'er entrance had: 
Into that hollow cave, 
There will I figh and rave, 
Becauſe thou do'ſt behave 
. So faithleſly. 


i] W1ld fruit ſhall be my meat, 
—_ III drink the ſpring, 
= Cold earth ſhall be my ſeat: 
__ - For covering 
2 Xx Fl have the ſtarry sky 
i 2 2 5 - My head to Canopy, 
_— Until my foul on by at 
ENS Shall ſpread its wing. 


Tl have no funeral fire, 

NI Nor tears for me: 
No grave do I deſire, | 

= Nor obſequies: 
The courteous red-breaft he 

E 1 jor cover me, | 
And elegy, Gn 

5 N Wild doleful voice. 
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Some doleful ſhade, | 
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And when a ghoſt I am, 

| I'll vifit thee : 
O thou deceitful dame, 
| Whoſe cruelty 
Has kill'd the kindeſt heart 
That e'er felt * dart, 
And never can deſert 

From loving thee. 


1 


S0 N 
He'll a to Kelſo go. 


N I'll awa to bony Tveed fide, 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he fall be mine 
Gif ſae he incline, 


For ] hate to lead apes below. 


While young and fair, 
| I'Il make it my care, 
enn 
I'm no fic a fool 
To let my blood cool, 
And ſyne gae lead apes below. 


Few words, bony lad, 
| Will eithly perſwade, 
Tho' bluſhing, I daftly ſay no, 
ö Gae on with your ſtrain, 
And doubt not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


Unty'd to a man, 
Do what e er we can, 


O0 2 
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We never can thrive or dow : 
Then I will do well, 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time 1s precious, 
And Gods are gracious 
That beauties upon us beſtow ; 
_ *Tis not to be thought, 
| We got them for nought, 
Or to be ſet up for ſhow. 


"Tis carried by votes, 

Come kilt up ye'r coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 

Where ſhe that's bony 

May catch a Johny, 
And never lead apes below. _ 
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r 
_—_ — 
* 26 — —— — 


_—_— WiLlLliaM and MARGARET. 
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D Was at the fearful midnight hour, 
. When all were faſt aſleep, 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoff, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


Her face was pale like April morn, 
It Clad in a 1 i „ 
And clay cold was her lilly hand 

1 That held her fable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 

When youth and years are flown; _ 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, $0 
When death has reft their crown. | Her 
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Her bloom was like the ſpringing flour 
That ſips the ſilver dew; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 


Juſt opening to the view. 


5 P 2 
f E 


But love had, like the canker worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and leſt her cheek; 
She dy'd before her time. | 


Awake ! — ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave : 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to ſave. | 


2 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 
And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, Milliam, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath, 
And give me back my maiden-vow, 


And give me back my troth. 


How could you ſay, my face was fair, 1 
And yet that face forſake? "= 

How could you win my virgin heart, 1 

Let leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you promiſe. love to me, — — 9 
And not that promiſe keep? _ 2 | 

Why ſaid you, that my eyes were bright, 
Yer left theſe eyes to weep? 


* » 
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How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 

And'made the ſcarlet pale? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt' ring 17 TE 
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That face, alas! no more is fair; 2 1 
Theſe lips no longer red: ] 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 

and every Charm is fled. 5 
The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 8 


This winding-ſheet I wear : | 
And cold and weary lafts our night, | 
Till that laſt morn appear. | 


But hark! — the cock has warn'd me hence 
A long and late adieu 
Come ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 


That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 

And rais'd her gliſt'ring head: 

Pale William quak d in every limb; 
Then, raving, left his bes. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place — $55 
Where Margaret's body lay, 7D 4. 
And ftretch'd him- o'er the green graſs turf . 


That wrapt her breathleſs clay. - Os 
And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, he WE) BE 
And thrice he wept full fore : 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 


And word ſpoke never more, 
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nk ſur was ſunk beneath the hill, 
_ [ The weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 
ear was the sky, the wind was ſtill, 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold; _ 
Tom | 0 When 


* 


l 3 
- * 


» 


(152) 


When in the ſilence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or oozy beech ? 
Who from each weed that barren grows, | 2 
Expects the grape or downy peach? | 
With-equal faith may hope to find 
The truth of love in womankind. 


No flocks have I, or fleecy care, | 
No fields that wave with golden grain,  . 

No paſtures green, or gardens fair, | 
A woman's venal heart to gain, 

Then all in vain my D muſt prove, 

Whoſe whole eſtate, alas ! is love. 

How wretched is the faithful youth, 
Since womens hearts are bought and ſold ? 

They ask no vows of facred truth; | 
When e'er they ſigh, they ſigh to gold. 

Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove; 

Thus 1 am ſcorn'd, — who have but love. 


Abe. e - 
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o buy the gems of India's coaſt, ; 

What wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, 

The luftre of thy rival eyes : 
For there the world too cheap muſt prove; 
Can I then buy? — who have but love. 
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Then, Mary, ſince nor gems, nor ore 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, and value more; | 
han gems or ore, a heart ſincere : 
Let treaſure meaner beauties prove; 
Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 
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(152) 
S ON G. 
1 | | To the Tune of, Montroſe's Lines, 


= - Toſs and tumble thro? the night, 
uy I And wiſh th* approaching day, 
hinking when darkneſs 2 to light, 

Flt baniſh care away: 

But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chear all nature round, - 

All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies; 

My cares do ſtill abound. 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
reaves me of my reſt; 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 

XY ith care I'm fill oppreſt: 

1 But had I her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me fo much pain, 
My raptur'd ſoul would be at reſt, 

And ſofteſt joys regain. 


I'd not envy the god of war, 
Hhleſs'd with fair Venus charms, 
Nor yet the thundring Jupiter, 
In fair Alemena's arms: 
Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, | 
Wou'd be a jeſt to me; | | 
If of her charms I were poſſeſ t, 
Thrice happier I wou'd be. | 


But ſince the Gods do not ordain 

Such happy fate for me, gk | 
I dare not gainſt their will repine, £: 
Who rule my deſtiny. 


With 
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11 
With ſprightly wine Il drown my care, 1 
And cheriſh up my ſoul; 6 5 
When e'er I think on my loſt fair, 4 
III drown her in the bowl. I. H. Jamaica. 
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The DECEIVER, 
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Ith tuneful pipe, and hearty glee, 
Young Vai wan my heart; 
A blyther lad ye cou'dna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
But ſoon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 


Tho! Colin courts with tuneful ſang, 
Yet few regard his mane; _ 
The laſſes a round Vat thrang, 
While Colin's left alane : : 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſcen 
A lad that gave fic pain, 
He daily WOOEsS, 
And ſtill purſues, 
Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 


hut ſoon as be has gain - d the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a kiſs, 
To fl ly me undone: 
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Bony 

Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the * — ; 

His wyly tongue 
| Be "464 5 — 
Or you, like me; or you, like me, 
Like me will be undone 


8 


Sweet SUSAN. 
To the Tune of, Leader-haughs. 
oY 


HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 
'The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging : 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 


| Nae bonnier laſs &er tread the graſs 


On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


II. 
How ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted; 
Her ſmiling een, and comely mein 
That nae perfection wanted. 
FI never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow : 
Tf her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae forrow. 


We OE, 
| Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 


te charm inchantin , 
Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 


Poor me, if love be wanting. 


O bonny 
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O bonny laſs! have but the 

To think, e'er ye gae furder, 
| Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying fin of murder. 


IV. | 
My wandring ghaiſt will ne'er |; 
And . day affright * . 
But if you're kind, with joyful mind 
FI ſtudy to delight ye. ä 
Our years around with love thus crown'd, 
From all thing joys ſhall borrow ; 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


v. 
O ſweeteſt SUE! *tis only you 

Can make life worth my wiſhes, 
If equal love your mind can move 

o grant this beſt of bleſſes. 

Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 

Would blaſt me in the bloſſom: 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 

Il flouriſh in thy boſom. 


— 


O ubi campi. Virg. 


Hen ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ews and lambkins feed, 

And muſick fills the groves. 
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But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 

So fair on Gomdon-knows; 

For ſureſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


I Colin tan'd his oaten reed, | 

And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd * dwelt on Teen 
Could play with half ſuch art. | 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Chde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leadey-haughs and Leader-ſide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound... 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on GCowdon-knows ; 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Elſewhere thete never grows. 


Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay 
May with this broom. compare, 

Not Yarrow banks in flowry May, 

Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cocvdon- * 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ews 
At even among the' broom. 


Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed with Tiviot flows, 

Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Coxpdon-knoxws. 5 C. 
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SANDY 
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S ANDY and BET TI. 
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Andy in Edinburgh was born, 
As blyth a lad as e*er gade thence ; 
Betty did Stafford-ſhire adorn 
Wich all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


Had Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame 
He had not blinkt on Berry's ſmile; 

For why he caught the gentle lame 
On this ſide weed full many a mile. 


She like the fragrant violet 5 
Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 
He like the ſtream improving yet 
The furt her from his fountain- head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ſtray; 
A fountain fixt by Venus power 

In his clear boſom, to diſplay 
The beauties of his bord'ring flower. 


When gracious Anna did unite 
Two jarring nations into one, 
She bade them mutually unite, 
And make each other's good their own, 


Henceforth let each returning year 
The roſe and thiſtle bear one ffem: 
The thiſtle be the roſe's ſpear, 
The roſe the thiſtle's diadem. 


The queen of Britain's high decree 
The queen of love is bound to keep; 
Anna the ſovereign of the ſea, 
Venus the daughter of the deep. 


| x P 
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a - DB ©. 
To rs. A. ' 


Tune of, Tores Goddeſs in a Mirtle Grove. ” 


12 O W ſpring begins her ſmiling round, 
And laviſh paints th* enamell'd ground; 

The birds now lift their chearful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoyce: 
The lovely graces hand in hand 
Knit faſt in Dore eternal band, 
With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 
Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Where'er the youthful //ers move, 

They fire the ſoul to genial love : 

Now, by the river's painted fide, _ - 

The ſwain delights his country bride ; 
While pleas'd, ſhe hears his artlefs Vows, . 
Each bird his feather'd conſort wooes : 
Soon will the ripen'd fummer yield 

Her various gifts to every field. 


- The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow w. 
With ruby-tinEtur'd births ſhall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lillies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn : - 

The ſmiling day and dewy night 
To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 
With ſummer ſweets to feaſt her eye, 
Yet ſoon, ſoon, will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 

To profit by th* inſtructive ſhow,  _ 
Now young and blooming thou appears 
All in the Rouriſh c as 


- 
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The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 
To every eye the bluſhing roſe; 
Now, now the tender.ftalk is ſeen 
With beauty freſh, and ever green. 


But when the ſunny hours are paſt, 
Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt ; 
Let not the flatt'rer hope perſwade, 
Ah! muſt I fay, that it will fade ? 
For ſee the ſummer flies away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay ! 

Now winter from the frozen north 
Drives ſwift his iron chariot forth. 


His grizly hands in icy chains 

Fair Tweda's ſilver ſtream conſtrains. 
Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Yare; | 


Behold his foot- ſteps dire are ſeen 


Confeſt o'er every with'ring green 
Griev'd at the fight, when thou ſhalt ſee 
A ſnowy wreath to cloath each tree. 


Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou flyes, diſpleas'd, the frozen ſhore, 
When thou ſhall miſs the flowers that grew 
But late, to charm thy raviſh'd view; 
Then ſhall a ſigh thy ſoul invade, 

And o'er thy eaſures caſt a ſhade : 

Shall I, ah! horrid! wilt thou fay, 


Be like to this ſome other day: 


3 


Yet when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the fields is loft, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 

And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun; 
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| In gay delights our hours employ 
= And do not loſe, but change our joy. 
= Happy ! abandon cvery care, 
| To lead the dance, to court the fair. 


To turn the page of ſacred bards, 

To drain the bowl, and deal the cards, 
In cities thus with witty friends 

In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 

But when the lovely white and red 
From the pale aſhy cheek is fled, 
Then wrinkles dire, and age ſeyere 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 


The fair, whom fates unkind diſarm, 
Ah! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 
Or is there left ſome pleaſing art 
To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 
Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 
Beauty, thy food, does ſwift decay ; 
When once that ſhort-liv'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What is't thy famine can prevent? 


Lay in good ſenſe with timeous care, 
That love may live on wiſdom's fare: 
Tho' extaſy with beauty flies, 
_ is born when beauty dies, 
lappy the man whom fates decree _ 
Their richeſt gift in giving thee ; 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wiſdom ſhall delight his age. 
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Horace, Book I. Ode 11. 
[> To W. D. 
Dune of, Willy was a wanton Wag. 


IL LY neer enquire what end 
The Gods for thee or me intend ; 
How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes : 
Happier the man that ne er repines, 
Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, 

Than they that idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 


Thy preſent years in mirth employ, 
And conſecrate thy youth to joy; 
Whether thefates to thy old ſcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 

No more with Home the dance to lead ; 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blyth intent the goblet pour, 
That's ſacred to the genial hour, 
In flowing wine ſtill warm thy ſoul, 
And have no thoughts beyond the bowl. 
Behold the flying hour is loſt, 
For time rides ever on the poſ, 
Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect thy joys each preſent day | ; 

And live in 83 while beſt you may : : 

Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. 
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( 162 ) 
Then Viliy be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes braw, 
At bridals then ye'll bear the brag, 
And carry ay the gree awa'. 


i. pn . „„ 
1 


| HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
: The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 

And mony braw things the widow can do ; 

Then have at the widow my ladie. | 

With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my ladie. 


The widow ſhe's youthfu*, and never a hair 
The har of the wearing, and has a good skair 
Of every thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 

And has a rich jointure, my ladie. 
What cou'd ye wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonieſt toaſt in the town, 
With naithing, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, 
And ſport with the widow, my ladie ? 


Thhen till'er and kill'er with courteſie dead, | 
Tho' ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead; 
Be heartſome and airy, and hope to forked, | 


With a bonny gay widow, my 'Iadie. 5 
Strike iron while tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
For fortune ay favoursthe active and bauld, 
But ruins rhe woer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow, my ladie. 7 


* \ 
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The Highland Laſſie. 


\HE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawſy; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good humour'd highland laſſie. 
O my bony, bony highland laſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling bighland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſie. 


4 


% 


Than ony laſs in borrows-town, - 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches motie, 
F'd tak my Katie but a gown, 
Bare-footed in her little coatie. 
O my bony, &C. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
When e'er I kiſs and court my dautie; 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 

My flighteren heart gangs pittie-pattie. 


/ 


O my bony, RC. 


O'er higheſt heathery hills I'll ſtenn 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 

To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 


O my bony, &c. 


There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can weild my truſty ſword, + 

Or frae my fide whisk out a whinger. 
O my bony, SE. 2 
The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, 


K. 
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While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure 
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bony, bony bi obland laſſie 
22 boah ſmiling bighland Taiſte 
never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth ftill bleſs my laſſie. 


8 


Jocky blyth and gay. 


Lyt york oung and 
B A "hot e hy a 
He's all my talk by day, 
And all. my dreams y night. 
If from the lad I be, 
Tis winter then with : 
But when he tarries here, 
Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Joc ocky met 
Firſt on the flowry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
nd love 5A all his tale. 
Youare the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ftaw m a heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


By Well can my Focky kyth 
His love and courteſie, 
He made my heart full blyth 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 
His ſuit I ill deny'd, 
He kiſs'd, and I comply'd: 
Sac Focky promis d me, 


That he wad faithful be. 


( 265 ) 


I'm glad when Focky comes, 
Sad when he gangs away ; 
Tis night when Focky glooms, 
But when he ſmiles *tis day. | 
When our eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh and faint ; 
W hat laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her mind ? 


Had away from me, Donald. 


Come away, come away, 
Come away wi' me, Jenny; 
Sic frowns I canna bear frae ane 
, Whale ſmiles anes raviſh'd me, Jenny: 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 
hat ought fall alter me, Jenny; 
For you're the miſtriſs of my mind, 
What el er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, Jenny; 
But now, alas! you act a part 
That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Jenny. 
Unconftancy is fic a vice, 
"Tis not befitting thee, Jenny; 
It ſuits not with your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, Jenny. 


oy ** 


Her ANSWER. 


O Had away, had away, | 
Had away frae me, Donald; 


. Your heart is madeo'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Donald: 
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Some fickle miſtris you may find 

Will jlt as faſt as thee, Donald; _ - 
To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 

And nae leſs kind to thee, Donald. 


But I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
*Tis fill'd with honeſty, Donald; 
I'll ne'er love mony, I'll love much, 
J hate all levity, Donald. | 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Donald; 
For words of falſhood I'll defend, | 
A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own 
I frankly favour'd you, Donald ; 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 
Made me believe you true, Donald. 
Ilk virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 
The man efteem'd by me, Donald; 
But now, the mask fallen aff, I ſcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, Donald. 


And now, for ever, had away, 
Had away from me, Donald; 
Gae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, Donald: 
For I'll reſerve my ſell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, Donald; 
Tf fic a ane I canna find. 
I'll ne' er loo man, nor thee, Donald. 


- | 8 DONALD. 
Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
| Has only tald a lie, nm; 
To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais d by me, Jenny. 
12 5 | JENNY 
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5 I 
When this ye prove, and ſtill can love, 
Then come away to me, Donald; 


I'm well content, ne'er to repent 
That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald, Q. 
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Todlen butt, and Todlen Jew. 


FX TJ Hen T've a ſaxpence under my thumb, 
| Then I get credit in ilka town: 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by; 
O! poverty parts good company. 
' Todlen hame, todlen hame, | 
Coudna my love come todlen hame. 


Fair-fa the goodwife, and ſend her good fale, 
She gres us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if that her tippony chance to be ſma', 

We'll tak a good ſcour o't, and ca't awa”. 

Todlen hame, todlen hame, - 

As round as a neep come todlen hame. 


My kimmer and I lay down to ſleep, 

And twa pint-ſtoups at our bed's feet; Ef 

Anday when we waken'd, we drank them dry : 

What think ye of my wee kimmer and I ? _ 
Todlen butt, and todlen ben, 1 
Sae round as my loove comes todlen hame. 


Leez me on liquor, my todlen dow, 


Ye're ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 


When ſober ſae ſour, ye'll fight with a flee, 
That tis a blyth ſight to the bairns and me. 
FW hen todlen hame, todlen hame, 


When round as a neep ye. come tocllen hame. XZ: 
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(W) 
The Auld Man's Beſt Argument. 
To the Tune of, Wide ave ye wamkin ? 


N 


bi 
- 
" 
* 


Wha's that at my chamber- door? 
« Fair widow are ye wawking ?” 


Auld carle, your ſuite give o'er, 


Your love lyes a' in tawking. | 
Gre me the lad that's young and tight, 
Sweet like an April * Au WH 
*Tis fic as he can bleſs the fight, 
And boſomof a widow. _ 


O widow, wilt thou let me in, 


« I'm pawky, wiſe and thrifty, 
« And come of a right gentle kin; 
„I'm little mair than fifty.“ 

Daft carle dit your mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 3 
Or gentle born ye be,. bot youth, 

In love you're but a gawky. a 


* Then, widow, let theſe guineas ſpeak, 

„That powerfully plead clinkan, 
« And if they fail my mouth I'll ſteek, 

% And nae marr love will think on.“ 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confeſs, 

I think they make you young, WOE 
And ten times better can expre | 
Affection, than your tongue, fir. 


F 
| ( 169 ) 
\ J . 


> Field reit d. 3 
- "Tn peremptor Lover. 
To the Tune of, John Anderſon 1 Jo. 


„Is not your beauty, nor your wit, = | 
That can my heart obtain 4: 


For they cou'd neyer conquer yet, 41M 
Either my breaſt or brain: 14 
For if you'll not prove kind to me, 1 
And true as heretofore, | 1 
Henceforth I'Il ſcorn your ſlave to be 6 
Or doat upon you more. 4 
Think not my fancy to o'ercome, hy 
By proving thus unkind; - 14 
No t{moothed ſight, nor ſimiling frown, 1 
Can ſatisfy my mind, . = 
Pray let Platonicks play ſuch pranks, - By fy 
Such follies I deride, % MZ 
For love, at leaft, I will have thanks, 1 
And ſomething elſe beſide. by "oh 
Then open hearted be with me, # ich 
As I ſhall be with you, 24 1 
And let your actions —— free, | 15. 
As vertue will allow. 1 


If you'll prove loving, III prove kind, 44 3 
If true, I'll conſtant be; | | 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
I'll turn as ſoon, as you. 


% + = 7 
þ4 _ a * . — 
r * POS 
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Since our affections well ye know, 
In equal terms do ftand, 
is in your power to love or no, „ 1 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand, DE | 1. 


* Diſpence 


þþ (150) 


Diſpence with your auſterity, | 


nconſtancy abhor. 
Or, by great Gepid's deity, - 
III never love you more. Q 


What's that to you, 


— 


To the Tune of, The glancing ef her Apron. 


'Y Feany and J have toil'd 
The live lang ſimmer day, 

| Till we amaift were ſpoiled 
At making of the hay: 

qD Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
= _, Ty'd on her bony brow, 
I ũVhiſpered ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you? 


1 


Her ſtockings were of Ker/y green, 
As ti an 0 8. - 
1 O ſic a leg was never ſcen, ; - 
= Her skin was white as milk; | 
Her hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou, 
4 O] Jean daintylie can kits; ; 
—_ But what's that to you? 


The roſe and lilly haith combine, 
Too make my Jeany fair, | 
There is nae benniſon like mine, 
Ik! have amaiſt nae care; 
Only I fear my Feany's face, 
br ay cauſe mae men to rew, 
And that may gar me-ſay, alas! 


Wo: But what's that to you? 
Conceal 


( 171 ) 


Conceal thy beauties, if thou can 
Hide that ſweet face of thine, 
That I may only be the man 
Enjoys theſe looks divine. 
O do not proſtitute, my dear, 
Wonders to common view, 
And I with faithful heart ſhall ſwear, 
For ever to be true. 


King Solomon had wives anew, 
And mony a concubine ; 

But I enjoy a bleſs mair true, 
His joys were ſhort of mine; 

And Feany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due, 

All debts of love to her I pay, 
And what's that to you? 


1:16. NM. 
To the abſent F LON DA. 
Jo the Tune of, Qycen of Sheba's March: 


Ome, Norinda, lovely charmer, 
Come and fix this way'ring heart; 
Let thoſe eyes-my ſoul rekindle, 


Ere I feel ſome foreign dart. 


Comeand with thy ſmiles ſecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care, 
Favoured by my dear Florinda, 

Il be rue, note Li ER 


Qz 


— — . 


(92 


Thouſand beauties tri p around me, 
And my ee breaſt aſſail; 
Come and take me to thy boſom, 
Ere my conſtant paſſion fail. 


Come and, like the radiant morning, 
On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, 
Then thoſe glimmering ſtars ſhall vaniſh, 
Loft in ſplendor more divine. 


Long this heart has been thy Achim, 
Long has felt the pleaſing pain, 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 
Make it ever r thine remain. 


Then, my charmer, 1 can n promiſe, 


If our ſouls in love agree, 


* None in all the u r dwellings 


Shall be r we. 


— — e e eee : 3 
4 Bacehunal SN. 
To the Tune of, aal Sir Symon the 8 


3 here sto che nymph that F love! 
| Away ye vain forrows, away: 
Far, far Non my boſom'be gone, 
All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be tlie ſad and the penſive, 
Come fill up the glaſſes around, 

We'll drink till 6 our faces be ruddy, 

— all our vain ſorrows ard - 


( 173 ) 
"Tis done, and my fancy's exulting 
With every gay blooming defire, 


My blood with brisk ardour is glowing, 
| Soft pleaſures my boſom infpire. 


My ſoul now to love is diſolving, 
Oh fate! had I here my fair charmer, 
Id claſp her, I'd claſp her ſo eager, 
Of all her diſdain, I'd difarm her. 


But hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in aray, 
Avaunt idle penſive intruder, 
He rriumphs he will not away. 


F'll drown him, come give me a bumper; 
Young Gapid, here's to thy confuſion——— 
Now, now, he's departing, he's vanquiſh'd, 
Adieu to his anxious deluſion. 


Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's to thee; 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, 
Sing Id, {ing Id to Bacchus : 
| Hence all ye dull thinkers withdraw. *- 


Come, what ſhou'd we do bur de jovial, 
Come tune up your voices and fing ; 


What ſoul is ſo dull to be heavy, 
When wine ſet's our fancies on wing. 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount ns, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, - 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the sky. 


3 Come 


(14) 
Come mount, or adieu, Jariſe, 
In ſeas of wide Ether I'm drown'd, 
The clouds far beneath me are ſailing, 
I fee the ſpheres whirling aronnd. 


What darkneſs, what ratling is this, 

Throꝰ Chaos dark regions Fm burt'd; 
And now, — oh my head it is knockt, 
Upon ſome confounded new world: 5 

Now, now theſe dark ſhades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a ſtar, | 
Where am I ? — behold the ZEmpyrenn, 
With flaming light ſtreaming from fir. pion 

3 : . 

To the Tune of, All in the Dow 


Hen beauty blazes heavenly bright, 

1 The muſe can no more ceaſè to ling, 
Than can the lark with riſing light, 1 
Her notes neglect with drooping Wing. 
= The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount hy; 


= Thedawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fly. 


1 Toung Annie's budding graces claim 
| - The inſpir'd thought, and ſofteſt lays, 
And kindle in the breaft a flame, ha 


Wich muſt be vented in her praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 
4 Deer one ſo like an angle tread the green. 
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(175) 
Ve youth, be watchful of your hearts; 
Mhen ſhe appears, take the alarm: 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 


Around her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſt reſort. 


But vain muſt every caution prove; ag 5 
When ſuch inchanting Greerneſs ſhines,. 

The wounded ſwain mult yield to love, 
And wonder, tho” he hopeleſs pines. 


Such flames the foppiſh butterfly ſhou'd ſhun; 


The eagle's only fit to view the ſun. 


She's as the opening lilly fair; 
Her lovely features are complet; 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 
With angels all that's wife and ſweet. 
Theſe virtues which divinely deek her mind, 
Exalt each beauty of thꝰ inferior inet. 


Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 
O! happy he her favour gains, 
- Unhappy ! if ſhe on him frown. | 
The muſe unwilling quits the lovely theme, 


Adieu ſhe ſings, and thrice repeats her name 


n 


CO IRE A ICON" PIE OY 


— 


1 
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6: A Paſtoral Song... 


To the Tune of, 14 Apron, Deary. 
: JAMIE. 


Hile our flocks are a feeding, 
And we're void of care, 
Come, Sandy, let's tune, 
To praiſe of the fair: 


— 


| | ( 176 ) 
For, inſpir'd by my Sufie 
Fil fing in ſüch $2448 ; 

That Pan, where ke judge, 

Muft allow me the bays. 


While under this hawthorn 

Wely at our caſe, | 
By a muſical ftream, 

And refreſh'd by the breeze 
Of a zephyr ſo gentle, a 

Yes, Jamie, I'll try 
For to match you and d, 

Dear Katie and I. 

JAMIE. 
Oh! my Suſie ſo lovely, 
She without 3 
She's ſo comely, ſo good, 
And ſo charmingly fair: 
Sure, the Gods were at pains, 
To make ſo compleat 
Anymph, that for love. 
was ne'er one ſo meet. 
IU SANDY. 
Oh! my Katie ſo bright, 

She's ſo witty and gay; s 
Love, join'd with the graces, 
Around her looks play. 

In her mein ſhe's ſo graceful, 
In her humour ſo free: 
Sure the Gods never framd 
A maid fairer than ſhe. 


JAMIE, 


Had my Sie been there, 
When the /depberd declar'd 
For the lady of Lemns, 
She had loſt his regard: And, 


7) 


And, o'ercome by a preſence 
More beauteouſly bright, 

He had own'd her undone, 
As the darkneſs by light. 


SANDY, 


Not fair Helen of Greece, 
Nor all the whole train, 
Either of real beauties, 

Or thoſe poets feign, 1 
Cou'd be match'd with my Katie, 
Whoſe every ſweet charm, 

May conquer beſt judges, / 
And coldeft hearts warm. 


| JAMIE. 
Neither riches or honour, . 
Or any thing great, 
„ * TT 
But that this be my fate, 2 
That my Suſe to all 
My kind wiſhes comply: 
For with her wou'd I live, 
And with her I wou'd'die: 


| S ANDY. 

If the fates give me Katie | 
And her 1 enjoy, 

I have all my 4 : 
Nought can me annoy : 

For my charmer has every 
Delight in ſuch ſtore, 

She'll make me more happy, 
Than ſwain e er before. 


* 


"4 


cas). 
Love will find out the Way. 


© oi the mountains, 
And over the waves 
Over the fountains, _- 
And under the graves; 
Over floods that are deepeſt, 


Which do Neptune = | 
IP 


Over rocks that are tee 
Love will find out the way. 


"Where there is no place 
For the glow-worm to ly; 
Where there is no ſpace 
0 . . 
Where the midge dares not venture, 
- Left herſelf faſt ſhe 5 11 | 
But if love come, he will enter, - 
And ſoon find out his way. 


You may efteem him 
A child in his force; 
Or you may deem him * 
A coward, which is worſe : 
But if ſhe, whom love doth honour, . 
ge conceal'd from the day, 
Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way, 


= _ Some think to loſe him, 
_ "Which is too unkind; 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 

. B Poor thing, to be blind: - 
haut if ne er ſo cloſe ye wall him, 
8 Do the beſt that ye may, 
Blind love, if ſo ye call him, 

He will find out the way. 


** 


Tou 


( 179 ) 


You may train the eagle 
To ſtoop to your fiſt; 
Or you may inveigle 
The phœnix of the eaſt; 
The lioneſs, ye may move her 
To give o'er her Joby A | 
But you'll never ſtop a lover, 
He will find out his way. 


— 


S Q N | 
To the Tune of, T hro' the «wood laddie. 
\ S early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet may, 


eneath a fteep mountain, 
Heeſide a clear fountain, 
heard a grave lute ſoft melody play, 
Whilſt the Echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


I liften'd and look'd, and ſpy'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, Bs 
And ſpirits 8 

Scem'd clearing afreſh, Ii 


ike the sky after rain, — 
And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrave with his pain. 


Tho Eliſa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
| That a maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? | 


In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine ; 18 Fee 


Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No: henceforth eſteem ſhall govern my deſire, 
And, in due ſubjection, 1 
Retain warm affection; 
To ſhew that ſel f- love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other ſwain can more humbly admire ——— IP 


r. > 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe te rage in my breaſt, 


Then quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my fad mourning; 
And, lord of my ſelf, in abſolute ref, 


Fll hug the condition which heaven ſhall think beſt. 


Thus friendſhip unmixt, and wholly refin'd, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
* Tho love is rejected: | 
Eliſa ſhall own, tho' to love not inclin'd, 


That ſhe ne'er had a friend like her lover reſign'd. 
May the fortunate youth who hereafter ſhall woo, 


ere endeavour, 
And gain her dear favour, 
Know as well as I, what t Eliſa is due, 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


Whilſt I, Gente from all amorous cares, 
| Sweet liberty taſting 
On calmeſt peace feaſting, 

Employing my reaſon to dry 15 my tears, 
In hopes of heaven's bliſſes Il ſpend my few. years. 
Ve powers that preſide o er virtuous love, 
LLWLome aid me with patience, 

Ta To bear my-vexations; | 
With equal deſires my flutt ring heart move, 


WMith ſentiments pureſt my notions improve. 


If love in his fetters e er catch me again, 
RT why courage protect me, 

| And prudence direct me: | 
Prepar'd for all fates, remembring the ſwain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain. 


% 


Ros's 


„ 
The (Gu nb, Wedding 


Ros's Joc k. A very auld Balla 


— 


OB Joch came to woo our Jenny, 


= On ae feaſt-day when we were fou; 


She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 


And ſaid, Jock, come ye here to woo? 
She burniſt her baith breaſt and brou, 


And made her cleer as ony clock; 


Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid, I trou 


Ye come till woo our Jenny, Fock. 
7k ſaid, forſuith, I yern fu' fain, 


To luk my head, and fit down by you: 


Then ſpak her minny, and ſaid again, 


My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 
ſee you: 


Tehie! qo Jenny, kick, kick, 


Minny, yon man 'maks but a mock. 


Dell hae the liars-— fu leis me o“ you, 


I come to woo your Jenny, qo Jock. 


My bairn has tocher of her awin; 

A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, and acre ſawin, 

Bak bread and a bannock ſtane; 

A pig, a pot, and a kirn there- ben, 
A kame but and a kaming- ſtock; 

With coags and luggies nine or ten: 

Come ye to woo our Jenny, Jock? 


A wecht, a peet-creel and a cradle, 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, 
A milſie, and ſowen- pale, 
A rouſty whittle to ſheer the kail 


And a timber-mell the bear to knock, | 


T wa ſhelfs made of an auld fir-dales 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Fark? 


— 
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A furm, a furlet, and a peck, 8 
A rock, a reel, and a wheel-band, 
A tub, a barrow, and a ſeck, 
A ſpurtil-braid, and an elwand. 
Then Jock took Ferry be the hand, 
And cry'd, a feaſt! and flew a cock, 
And made a brydal upo' land. 
Now I have got your Jenny, qo Jock. 


Now dame, I have your doughter marri'd, 
And tho” ye mak it ne'er ſae tough 

J let you wit ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
Its well kend I have gear enough : 
Ane auld gawd gloyd fell owre a heugh, 

A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a fock; _ | 

Withouten owſen J have a pleugh : 
May that no ſer. your Jenny, qo Tock ? 


A treen,truncher, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
IJ wa buits of barkit blaſint leather, 


A graith that ganes to coble ſhoon, 


And a thrawcruik to twyne a teather, 
Tua croks that moup amang the heather, 


| A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 


A rcuzh purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 
To had your tocher, Jenny, qo Jock. 


Good elding for our winter fire, 
A cod of caff wad fill a cradle, 
A rake of iron to clat the bire, 
A deuk about the dubs to padle, 
The pannel of an auld led- ſadle, 
And Reb my eem hecht me a Rock, 
Twa luſty lips to lick a ladle. 


May thir no gane your Jenny, qo Jeck? 


4 
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Wer they as meikle as they 'r lodin. 
The wife ſpeerd gin the kail was ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok; 


4 a 
S 
— n 


N $4 5H 
A pair of hames and brechom fine, 4 1 
And without bitts a bridle-renzie, Ub: il 
A fark made of the linkome twine, $3014 
A gay green cloke that will not ſtenzie; 1 
Mair yet in ſtore — I needna fenzie, - 1 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock; 1 
And are not thae a wakrife menzie, =! 
To gae to bed with Jenny and Jock? e 4 
Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, «4 1 
It is well knawin Jam weel bodin: | 3 E004 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, 1 þ 15 


The roſt was teugh as raploch hodin, | 
With which they feaſted Fenny and Fork. Ee 


— 3 


To the Tune of, 4 Rock and a cee pickle Tow. 


Have a green purſe and a wee pickle gowd, 
A bonny piece land and planting on't, | 
t fattens my flocks, and my hairns it has ſtow d; 
But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't: | 
To grace it, and trace it, 
And gie me delight; 5 
To bleſs me, and kiſs me, WP 
And comfort my fight, 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by night, +- 
And nae mair my lane gang ſauntring ont. 


My Chriſty ſhe's charming and good as ſhe's fair; 
ereen and her mouth are inchanting ſweet, 

She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair : - - - 

I love while my heart ge panting wit. 


( 184) 


Thou faireft, and deareſt, 
Delight of my mind, 
W hoſe gracious embraces 
| By heaven were deſign'd, 
For happieſt tranſports, and bleſtes refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting fweet. 


For thee, bonny Chrify, my ſhepherds and hynds, 
Shall carefully make the years dainties thine: 
Thus freed frac Jaigh care, while love fills our minds, 
Our days ſhall with pleaſure and plenty ſhine. 
Then hear me, and chear me, | 
With ſmiling conſent, | 
Believe me, and give me 
No cauſe to lament, 7 
Since I ne er can be happy, till thou ſay, content, 


In pleas d with my Jamie, and he;ſhall be mine. 


*. 
P ˙ w 2 y 
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To its ain Tune. 


Ltho' I be but a country laſs, 
Yet a lofty mind I bear — O, 

And think my {1 as good as thoſe 
That rich apparel wear — O. 
Altho' my gown be hame ſpun gray, 
; My skin it is as faft — O, 

As them that ſatin weeds do wear, 
And carry their heads aloft — O. 


- What tho' I keep my father's ſheep? 

The thing that muſt be done — O, 

With garlands of the fineſt flowers, | | 
To ſhade me frac the ſun — O. f . 
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When they are feeding pleaſantly, 
Where graſs and flowers do ſpring — O, 
'Then on a flowrie bank at noon, 5 
I ſet me down and fing — O. 


My Paiſly piggy, cork'd with ſage, 
© I Sink but thin he O: 
No wines do e er my brain enrage, 
Or tempt my mind to fin — O, 
My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
I think them unco fine O, 
And on a flowry bank, at noon, 
I ſet me down and dine — O. 


Altho' my parents cannot raiſe _ 

Great bags of ſhining gold —- O, 
Like them whaſe daughters, now a days, 

Like ſwine are bought and fold —— Q ; 
Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 

An honeſt heart within -— O, 
And for twice fifty thouſand crowns, 

J value not aprin — O. 


T uſe nae gums upon my hair, 

Nor chains about my neck — O, 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 

My fingers ſtraight to deck — O; 

But for that lad to me ſhall fa', 
And I have grace to wed — O, 
I'll keep a jewel worth them ac 

I mean my maidenhead — O. 


If canny fortune give to me, 
The man I dearly love — O, 
Tho' we want gear, I dinna care, 
My bands I can improve — O. 


* 
* 
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Expecting for a bleſſing till, - 
Deſcending from above — O, 

Then we'll embrace and ſweetly kiſs, 
Repeating tales of love —O. | 


— - „ 2 


Wah, uah, Ein Love be bonny. 


Waly, waly up the bank, ; 

O And waly, waly down the brae, 
And waly, waly yon burn-fide, 
Where I and my love wont to gae. 
Tlean'd my back unto an aik, 

I thought it was a-truſty tree, 
But firſt it bow'd and ſyne it brak, 

Sae my true Jove did lightly me. 


O waly, waly, but love be bonny, 


A lntle time while it is new, 


But when tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning de w. 
O wherefore ſhou'd I busk my headꝰ 
Or wherefore ſhou'd I kame my hair? 
For my true love has me forſook, 
And fays he'll never love me mair. 


Now .4rthur-Seat ſhall be my bed, - 


The ſheets ſhall ne'er be fyl'd by me, 


Saint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 


Since my true love has forſaken me. 
Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, _ 
And ſhake the green leaves off the tree ? 


O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 


or of my life I am weary. 


i 


( 187 ) 
*Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing ſhaw's inclemency ; 
Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
hut my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
| When we came in by Glaſgow town, 
We were a comely fight to ſee; - 
My love was cled in the black velvet. 
And I my ſell in cramaſie. 
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But had I wiſt before J kiſs'd, 5 . 1 
That love had been ſae ill to win, 1 

I'd lock'd my heart in a caſe of gold, _ 
And pin'd it with a filver pin. 


E PIER 
> — 5 
. 5 
. Nn 233 350 
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Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 1 
And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 1 
And I my ſell were dead and gane, | 1 
For a maid again [I'll never be. A 15 
* 1 — + th 
The Loving Laſs and Spmntng-wheel. 1. 
Sl ſet at my — — Bt 
A bony lad was pathng by:: . : if 
view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, 14 
For trouth he had a glancing eye. 3 
My heart new panting, gan to feel, 5 $4 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 4 
With looks all kindneſs he drew near, oy. } 15 
And ſtill mair lovely did appear; | . þ 1 | 
And round about my flender waſte | IE 14 
He clafp'd his arms, and me embrac'd: 147 
To kits my hand, ſyne down did kneel, 1 


— 
» 
* 


As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel, 


My milk-white hands he did extoly 
And prais d my fingers lang and ſmall, 


2. L 3 l 
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And ſaid, there was nae lady fair 

That ever cou'd with me compare. 
Theſe words into my heart did tee], 
But fill I turn'd my ſpinning- heel. 


Altho' I ſeemingly did chide, 
Yet he wad never be deny d, 
But till declar'd his love the matr, . 
Until my heart was wounded fair : 
That I my love cou'd ſcarce conceal, 
Let ſtill Iturn'd my ſpinning- wheel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 

My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel; 

He bid me leave them all with ſpeed, 

And gang with him to yonder mead :- 

© My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yer ſtill I rurn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


About my neck his arm he laid, 
And whiſper'd, riſe my bony. maid, 
And with me to yon hay-cock go, 
III teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 
And loot alane my ſpinuing-wReel. 


Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
Then with my bony lad I lay; 


What laſſie, young and ſaft as I, 


Cou'd fic a handſome lad de? 
_ Theſe pleaſures I cannot reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinning- wheel. 


. 
Pry #477. 


„ 
On the Mw of ha R. H. L. G- and L. KC 
A 8 NG, - 
To the Tune of, The Highland laddie. 


Brigantius. 


: Ow all thy virgin-ſweets are mine, 
| And all the — charms that grace thee ; 
My fair Melinda come recline 

von my breaſt, while I embrace thee, 
And tell without diſſembling art, 
My happy raptures on thy boſom : 
Thus will I plant within thy heart, | - 
A love that ſhall for ever bloſſom. 


Chorus. 


O the happy happy, brave and bonn 
Sure the Gods welt. leas'd behold ye * | 
Their work admire, fo great, ſo fair, 
And well in all your joys uphold ye. 


Melinda. 


No more I bluſh, now that I'm thine, 
To own my love in tranſport tender, — 
Since that ſo Be a man 1s mine, 
To my Brigantius J ſurrender. 
By ſacred ties I'm now to move, 
As thy exalted thoughts direct me; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy love, 
Thy mauly — ed protect me. 


Chorus. 


if 


O the happy, Sc. 


- 
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C190) 
Brigantins. 
Soft fall thy words, like morning-dew, 
New life on blowing flowers beſtowing: 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven, with ſpirit ors glowing. 
[yy honour, courage, wealth and wit, 
5 hou dear delight, my chiefeſt treaſure, 
Shall be imployed as thou thinks fit, 
As agents for our love and pleaſure. 


Chorus. 


EY, 8 


Othe happy, &e. | ( 
Melinda. | 
With my Brigamius I could live 
In lonely cotts, beſide a mountain, 
And nature's eaſy wants relieve, , 
With ſhepherds fare, and quaf the fountain. | 5 
What pleaſes thee, the rural grove, ; 
Or congreſs of the fair and witty, | 
Shall give me pleaſure with thy love, 
In plains retir' d or ſocial city. 


Horus. 


DO the happy, Oc. 
| : Brigantius. 
SE How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 
O lovely ſum of my defires! 
= Thy beautics all my cares controul, 
WE: -, 1by virtue all that's good inſpires. 
Tune every inſtrument of ſound, | 
Which all the mind divinely raiſes, < 
Till every height and dale rebounds, . 
Both loud and ſweet, my darling's praiſes. 


Chorus. 


1 O the happy, Ce. Melinda. 


(191) 
Melinda. 


Thy love gives me the brighteſt ſhine, 
My Bog par is now completed, 

Since all that's generous, 152 and fine, 
In my Brigantius is unite 

For which III ſtudy thy delight, 
With kindly tale the time beguiling, 

And raund the change of day and night; 
Fix throughout lite a conſtant ſmiling. 


oh Chorus. 


O the happy, Sec. 


S U N G. 
ds HF Plates lore of . e 
To the Tune at Moes my heart that «ve ors r 


Dieu yep leaſant ſports and plays, NE 
Farewe f each ſong that wasdiverting ; 
Love tunes my pipe to 1 lays, 
Iſing of Delia and Damon 's parting. | 


— 


Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd 

The dear tormenting pleaſant paſſion, 8 
Till Delia's mildneſs had prevail'd 5 

On him to ſhew his inclination. 


r 


Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 
A patient ear to his love ftory, 
Damon muſt his Delia leave, 


To goin queſt of toilſome glory. {- 
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Half ſpoken words hung on htstongue, 

Their eyes refus'd the uſual meeting; 

And ſighs 2 pply'd their wonted ſong, | 
. Theſe charming ſounds were CONES to weeping. 


( 192 ) 


Dear idol of my ſoul, adicu : 
Ceaſe to lament, bur ne'er to love me, 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charms ſhall ever move me. 


Alas! who hows, when parted fir 

. From Delia, but you may deceive her? 

The thought deftroys my — with care, 
— my dear, I fear for ever. 


If. ever I forget my vows, 
May then my guardian-angel leave me: 
And more to aggravate my woes, | 
Be 2 ſo good as to ee H. 


n 8 


* > 


Oer the bills and far away. 


Joly n met with Jenny * 3 9 8 
Aft be the dawing of the day; 
But Focky now is fu* of care, 


Since enny ſtaw his heart away: 


Altho* ſhe promis'd to be true, 
: ow * has . ene 8 
Whic rs poor Focky aften rue 
That he e Sor JG 44 fickle mind. 
And its o'er the hills and far away. 

Its o'er the hills and far azvay, 

Its o'er the hills and far away, 
' Thewind has blawn my plaid away. 


Now Fock was a bonny lad, 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he's e'n gane wood, 
Since Fenny has gart him deſpair. 
2 k was a piper's ſon, 
in * when he was young; 


But 


(1933. 


But a' the ſprings that he cou'd play, 
Was o'er the bills and far away, 
And it's o'er the hills, &c. 


He ſung — when firſt my Jennys face 


T faw, the ſeem'd fac fu“ of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with ſorrow kill'd. 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, | 
*Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter-wind. 
And it's o'er the hills, &c. 


Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae, 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to a* my grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. 
And it's o er the hills, &c. 12 


Hard was my hap, to fa' in love, 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 

That has my conſtant heart betray'd, 
A thouſand times to me ſhe ſware, 
She wad be true for evermair; 
But, to my grief, alake, I fay, 
She ſtaw my heart and ran away, 
And ig ver the hills, &c. 

Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her ſake, 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove, 
PI fighing ſing, adieu _— 


« 


010 


Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
III never truſt a woman more; 
Frae a' their charms I'll flee away, 
And on my pipe I'll ſweetly play, 
Oer bills and dales and far away, 
Out o'er the hills and far away, 
Out o er the hills and far away, | 
The cvind has blawn * Plaid awny. Z. 


* 8 2-44 1 * r 


IJEN NXT Ner rss. K. 


AW ye Fenny Nettles, 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny 2 

Saw ye Nettles, 

1 frae the market; | 
ee e on her back, 
er fee and tith in her lap; * 

Bag and baggage on her back, 
be nd a ba ſein her oxter. > 


I 75 ayont the r 2 
Jenny Nettles, td ny Os 
Singing 23 her | 
Robin Rattles's. — 

To flee the doo! ups? the ſtool, 
And ilka ane that mocks wa 
= She round about ſeeks Robin out, = 
= ' Toftapitin his oxter. | Wor: 


Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
255 Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle; * 3 Þ 
| * ty! 1 5 1 
NF Nettles kindly : | 
Score is 2 e blame, and n the danse; 8 5 
And without mair debate o'r, TE 4 „ 
” + Take hame your wain, make ſenm fan, ( 
I ̃ be leel and leeſome gate o'r, „„ 


* 5 


— 


| ( 195 ) 
Focky's fou and Jenny's fain. 
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0k fou, Jenny fain, 
enny was nae ill to gain, 

She was couthy, he was kind, 
And thus the wooer tell'd his mind. 


I'll nae mair be nice, 
Gi e me love at ony price; 
I winna prig for red or whyt, 
Love alane can gi'e delyt. 


— 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 
In looks, in carriage, and a' that; 
Give me love, for her I court: 
Love in love makes a' the ſport. 


| 
iÞ 


Colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Common motiyes lang ſinſyne, 
Never can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve, 


It is na meat but appetite - 
That makes our eating a delyt; 
Beauty isat beſt deceit; 
Fancy only kens nae cheat. 


ESD eee e 

eee e, N A 
Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 

[Alteres by Rem , From the Old Bolad 7 


5 Hen Phœbus bright, the azure skies 
Ph With golden rays enlightneth, 
204 's beauties riſe, 
/ Herbs, trees and r he quickneth: 
N a” * 


Aer Pings Sulbluum at Ae Coo tes „ 


\* 


( 196 ) 


Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 

And with-delightgoes thorow, gli, gre /e 
With radient beams and ſilver ſtreams, | 
Through Axe Leader Haughs and Yarrow. | 


When Aries the day and night 
In equal length divideth, e 
Auld frofty Saturn takes his flight, e 
Nae langer he abideth : 
Then Fhra queen, with mantle green, 

Qi.aſts aff her former ſorrow, | 
And vows to dwell with Ceres ſel], 
In Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


= 35 Pan playing on his aiten reed, 
and ſhepherds him attending, 
Hen De here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending ; | 
With ,gurand-kentuponthebent, . H. bag and Staff wit knag 
| „Sing to the ſun, good morrow, , Ani all ting ing 
They Ant {wear nac fields mair pleaſures yield, RF 
Than Leader haughs and Yarrow. 


An honſe their ſtands on Leader ſide, | | y 
_ © Surmounting my deſcriving, | 
With rooms ſac rare, and windows fair, 

Like Dedalus contriving : | 

Men ing by, do aften cry, Sag. 

In ſooth it nae marrow ; has 

It ſtands as on Leader ſide, fair 

A s Newark does on Tarrow. 


mile below wha lifts to ride, 4 
| - They'll hear the mavis anging 3 5 | 
3 Into St. Leonard's banks ſhe'll bide, 

Sweet birks her head o'er hinging: 


4 . 


The 


Yo 


* 
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But vows ſhe'll flee fat frae the tree dio Come near 


(197) 
The lintwhite loud, and progne proud, 
With tuneful throats and narrow, tender 


Into St. Leonard's banks they ſing, 4 
As ſweetly as in Yarrow: 


The la wing lilteth o'er the lee, 
With nimble wing ſhe ſporteth, 


Where Philomel reſorteth: | 111 
By break of day, the lark can ſay, 4106 
I'Il bid you a good morrow ; | . 
I'll i as „eulen yell, hr lng, 15 b 


on Ger Leader Haughs and Tarot. 


Park, Wantan-wazws, and Wooden-cleugh, 
The eaſt and weſtern Mainſes, | 
The. Od of Laxder's fair enough, forest 
The corns are good in, Blas "3p a Plainslies 
Where aits are fine, and ſald be kind, 
Thatif ye ſearch all thorow, | 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are , . 
Than Leader Haughs and Yarrow. | 


In Burn Mill-bog and Whitſlade ſhaws, 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth, 
Brig-haugh and Braidwwoodſbeil ſhe knaws, 
=> ; Chapel-wwood frequenteth : 

Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaidſiy birks 

She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow 

That ſhe ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader Haughs, 

And cannot win to Yarrow. | : 


: L 
+2 


7 What ſweeter muſick wad ye hear, | 
” + Than hounds and beigles crying? | 1 
The. ſtaxted hare rins- hard wick fear, Hare wal nef, but Fleevlonl 45 


. Vpon her ſpeed-relying: Their hard purguitdefying: F. 


AF Haggs , Cluckmae „ nor LE F 


( 398 ) 


But yet her krength, it fails at length, 
Nae beildin g can the borrow 


ut longs, And ſighs to be in Yarrow. at 


Laval , / er, 
ad. NT 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spe 
Wich lip 1d ſcent r > her, e Hiking Fer view 


4 a! her pith begins to fl 8 D, lo hui! herslrengh begs, 
p Nae cunning can reſcue her. 
Oer dub and yke, o'er ſeugh and fyke. 
She'll rin the fields all thorow, i 
„Fill failed the-fa's in Leader Haughs, Vet ends 1 day es 
And bids farewell to Yarrow. - 


Thow „Sieg Exflington and Comdenknows, 
| W here Homes had anes commandin 
And Drygrange with thy milkwhite ens, Sy 
*T wixt Tweed and Leader ftanding : 
The bird that flees throw Reedpath trees, 
And Gledſ<ood banks Hk-morrow, aall Hor 
May chant and ſing, ſweet Leader Haughs, 
4 And. bonny hewms of N a tanks 


his gr: 


- 0 . 0 
pen Fore nos Wy: Zorn conn |. dai of aWhileas nis days 
- To ſee the Changes of this age, 
= e; Mes 1 
Fe or mony a place ſtands in hard c 
i Where: * Burns were % lebe 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader fide, | 
WM And Seots that dwelt gn Yarrow. 
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The Words of Burn the Veioler 
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But Floors Aa. Cuenflown Ae barks, 
| She gneencsh Ach Aud gtecing ,' 8 
id Fieed in Woods ge This in ram 
leet Fre Feleg alefracing | | 
For Ve lerd axed, Moons os /Uamnd 5 
Howe + eon bed for SOT FU, | 
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| 1 me frae a my care relie ves, 


| ( 199 ) 5 
* For the ſake of Someboay. * 


OR the fake of ſomebody, 
For the ſake of ſomebody 

cou'd wake a Te 
For the fake of ſomebody :; 

I am gawn to ſeek a wife, | 

I am gawn to * a plaidy; 3 


I have t ree ſtane of woo, 


Carling, is thy daughter read 2 
For the ale of N c. * 


B laſſy, ſay't th ſell, ST, 
"Tho' 55 n 

Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll =, 

Let her flyte and ſyne come too; 


What fignifies a mither's gloom, 


When love and kiſſes come in play? * 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 

And in ſimmer . nae IT ? 

SH E. 

Bon Jad, I carena Fl 
bo I try my luck with thee, | 


Since ye are content to 


The haff mark bridal . wi me; 5 
I'Il flip hame and waſh my feet, 


And fteal on 3 s fair and clean, 
þ 8455 


Syne at the tryſting place we'll meet, 
To do but what my dame has _ 
For the ſake, &c. 3 
| HE. 
Now m lovely Betty gives 


Conſent in Tt a heartſome gate, 


{oy doubts that gart me af look blate; ; 
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Then let us gang g and . 
t 


For they E apetite 
Shou'd eat; — and — 7 ſhou'd embrace; 
If theſe be faults, tis e . 
For the ſake, &c. 


„ . "4 . 


- Norland Jocky Je” Suibland . 


Southland Jenny that was right bony, 
Had for a +. a norland 905 ; 

But he was ſican a baſnfu' wooer, 
”” That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak anto ber, 

Till blinks of her deny, and hopes o'er der, 
Forc'd him at ch be. ver nga till her. 
My dear, quoth he, we Il nae langer tarry, 
Gin ye can oo me, let's o'er hr. and marry. 


SHE. 


Come, come away, then my norland laddie, | 
Tho? we gang neatly, ſome are mair gaudy ; 
And albeit I have neither gowd nor money 

15 en I uy ware my beauty on thee. 


H E. 
Ye laſſes of the ſouth, ye'r a for ang; 
ſhing ; 


Laſſes of the north, mind 22 and 

My minny wad be an and fac wad my dad 

Shou'd I A ane a l as a lady. * 
For I maun hae a wife that will riſe in the morning, 

Crudle a the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 

Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 

A norland Focky maun hae a norland Fenny- 


\- SHE. | 
M father's only daughter and twenty thouſand pound, 
-— © Shall never be beſtow'd on fic a filly clown; 
For a' that I ſaid was to try what was in ye. 
Vac hame ye norland Jock, 8 court your norlind 


many. 


1 bey winna bug bit in, &c. | LE 
The good wife cries butt the houſe, Jenny, come ben, 


( 201 
The auld yellow Laird Laddie .* 


JT HE yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae, 
Crys, milk the ews lafly, let nane of them gae, 


And ay ſhe milked, and ay ſhe ſang, 
The yellow hair d laddie ſball be my goodman. 
And ay ſhe milked, &. 


| The weather is cauld, and my cg it thin ; 
ous 


The eus are new clipped, they winna bught in; 
They winna bught in tho” I ſhou'd die, 


O yellow hair'd laddie, be kind to me: 


The Cheeſe is to mak, and the butter's to kirn. 

Tho' butter, and cheeſe, and a' ſhou'd ſour, 
III crack and kiſs wi' my love ae haff hour; 

It's ae haff hour, and we's e'en mak it three, 


- bo oy 
ma. 3 * * A 1 _ (7 ik 


— a. ir 


Qs. 
To the Tune of, Boorn's Ainet. 
Reſerv d for your victorious eyes: 


rom crowds whom at your feet you ſee, 
Oh! pity, and diſtinguiſh me. ; 


| F AIR, ſweet and young, receive a prize, 


No graces can your form improve ; 

But all are loft unleſs you love: 

If that dear paſſion you diſdain. 

Your charms and beauty are in van. X. 
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| Part of an EPILOGUE ſung after the affine of the 
Orphan and Gentle Shepherd in Taylor's 220, 4 


Kt young Gentlemen, January 22, 1729. 
e Tune, Beſſy Bell. 
a let us ſtudy night and day, : 


To fit us for our ſtation, 
That when we're men we parts may play 
Are uſeful to our nation. 5 
For now's tlie time, when we are young. 
To fix our views on merit, | 
Water its buds, and make the tongue — 
And action ſuite the ſpirit. f ] 


7 


2 


This all the fair and wiſe approve, 5 | 
We know it by your Tails , 55 jk 4 
And while we gain reſpect wh. love, _ 5 
Our ftudies are not toiling. | 5 
Such application gives delight, 
And in the end proves 4 , Sg 
Tho* mony a dark and lifeleſs wight, 
May think it hard and painful. 


Then never let us think our time 

And care, when thus employed, 
Are thrown away, but deem't a crime, 
When youth's by ſloth deftroyed ; 

Tis only active ſouls can riſe 
To fame and all that's ſplendid, 

And favour in theſe conquering eyes, 
*Gainſt whom no heart's defended. 
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The Generous Gentleman, a S a NG. K 1 
To the Tune of, The bonny Laſs of Brant ſome. [ {} | 
| | PIE. | 1 
As Iaame in by Pe-, 1 
0 FN And by the braes of Brant ſome, 1 
There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, bil 
Young, ſmiling, ſweet and handſom; pl 
Her skin was ſafter than the down, 1 
And white as alabaſtar; 4 
Her hair a ſhining wavy brown; 0 
In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. by 
Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 1 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, {8 
And beautifully turn'd her neck, bY | 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing: "| 
Nae filken hoſe, with gooſhets fine, 1M 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, - "Fi 
On her fair leg, terbad to ſhine, 1 
Well ſhapen native graces. 1 
1 
Ae little coat, and bodice white, " 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; | 13 
Even theſe o'er mickle; mair delyte e i 
| She'd given cled wi naithing : if 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 1 
By which a burny trotted: * 
On her Iglowr'd my faul away, 5 
While on her ſweets I doated. 1 
ö 1 4 
A thouſand beauties of deſert, . _ _— 


Before had ſcarce alarm'd me. | END. 0 ly 
Till this dear artlefs truck my heart, 'Þ 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. | _ 
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- Hurry'd by love cloſe to my breaſt, 

? Ob thy fund of bliſhes; | 
Wha ſmil'd, and faid, without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought but kiſſes. 


TI had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I coudna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of her's pled, I ſhould grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a routh, 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 


There plighted her my faith and trowth, - 


And a young lady made her. 


* 
A. . 


a The happy Clown. | 


Hg happy is the rural clown, 2 


Who, far remov'd from noiſe of town, 


Dontemns the glory ofa crown, 
And in his Fife retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his low degree, 


I rich in decent Poverty, 


From ſtrife from care and bus neſs free, 
At once baith good and great? 

No drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 

He fears no danger of the deep, 


* Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne er heap 


Vexation on his mind : _. 
No Trumpets rouze him to the war, 


No — can bribe, no threats can dare; 
a 


From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And diveth unconfin u. 


] 
] 
] 


3 
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Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds: 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care; 

And ſtill ſome ripened fruits appear, 
So well his toil ſucceeds, | 


Now by a filver ſtream he lies, 
And angles with his baits and flies, 
And next the filvan ſcene he tries, 

His ſpirits to regal : | | 
Now from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 
Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 

That waits his honeſt call. 


Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 

No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard; | 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breez, 

To plant and ſned his tender trees; 

And toc attending well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


The flowry meads, and filent coyes, 

The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 

And warbling birds on blooming groves, 
Afford a wiſh'd delight: 

But O! how pleaſant is this life ? 

Bleſt with a chaſt and virtuous wife, 

And children pratling, void of ſtrife, 
Around his fire at night. -7 
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Willy was a wanton Wag. 


ILLY was a wanton wag, © 
The blytheſt lad that e er I ſaw, 


A bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 


And carried ay the gree awa: 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 

And wow! but Z/illy he was braw, 
And at his ſhouder hang a tag, | 

That pleas'd the lafles belt of a. 


He was a man without a clag, 
His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, | 
It was ſtill hadden as a la. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 5 
When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 
Upon the greennane durſt him brag, 
he feind a ane amang them a'. 


And was not H/illy well worth gowd ? 

He wan the love of great and ſma; 

For after he the bride had kiſs'd, 

He kiſs'd the laſſes hale ſale a'. 

Sae merrily round the ring they row d, 
When be the hand he led them a', 

And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 

By virtue of a ſtanding law. 


And was na Vilh a great lown, 
| As ſhyre a lick as c'er was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 

The bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been. 
 Quoth Zh, I've been at the ring, 

— With bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are fair; 
 Gae ca' your bride and maidens in, 
er 2 he dow do nae mair. FE 
8 Then 
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Then reft ye, Willy, I'll gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ring ; 
But, ſhame light on his ſouple ſhout, 
He wanted I's wanton fling. 
Then ftraight he to the bride did fare, 11 
Says, well's me on your bonny face, = 
With bobbing Willys ſhanks are fair, * 
And I am come to fill his place. | 1 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll 2 the dance, | uk 

Andat the ring you'll ay be lag, | val 
Unleſs like Filly ye advance; 

(O]! Vilh has a wanton leg) 

For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 
And formaſt ay bears up the ring; 

We will find nae ſic dancing here, 
If we want Nils wanton fling. WW. 


| Cunt ins Refliftions e fs 
| Philander's 2 F 1 — 


To the Tune of, The Gallant Shoe- maler. 


Oung Philander woo'd me lang, 
But I was peeviſh, and forbad him, 
I wadna tent his loving ſang, | 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
Ilk morning when I view my glaſs, | 1 
Then I perceive my beauty going; 1 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 2 KY 
Then we may bid adieu to wooing. + 1 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, . > 
1 i find it fading faſt, and flying ; „ 
My cheeks, which coral like appear 'd, LY 
Grow pale, the 8 decaying: 1 
| > | | 


Ah! ve may ſee our ſelves to be 
Like ſummer fruit that is unſhaken, 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by corruption quickly taken. 


Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before tis evil; 

Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, 
Bur five and twenty is the devil. 

Juſt when ripe, content unto't, 

Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 

Women are like other fruit, 
They loſe their reliſh when too. mellow. 


Tf opportunity be loſt, N 
| You'll find it hard to be regained; 
Which now I may tell to my coſt, 
Tho but my fell nane can be blamed: 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers ; 
Nor a true lover's ſuir neglect, 


Left ye be ſcoff d for being ſeoffers. = 


I, 1 his fond expreſſions, thought | 
hat in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, ow: _ turn'd to nought, © 
And, my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear — 3 Hg take os bes, 155 
And let na coyneſs prove your ruin; 
For if Fe be o'er fooliſh nice, 
Your ſuiters will give over wooing. 


Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, - 5 
And in that fretfu' rank be number d, Z 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 


EP W1 leading apes be ever cumber'd: | N 
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A puniſhment, and hated brand, 

ith which nane ofus are contented; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 

That the miſtake may be prevented. 


The young Ladies Thanks to the Repenting Virgin, for her 


ſeaſouable Advice, 


Virgin kind! wecanna tell 
# How many many thanks we owe you, 
For pointing out to us ſae well, | 
Theſe very rocks that did o'erthrow you; 
And we your leſſon fac ſhall mind, 
That e' en tho” a* our kin had ſwore it, 
E'er we ſhall be an hour behind, ; 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 


We'll catch all winds blow in our fails, 
And ftill keep out our flag and pinnet; 

If young Philander anes aſſails OMG 

Ko ſtorm love's fort then he ſhall win it: 
We may indeed for m, 

Preſent our forces for reſiſtance; 

But we ſhall quickly lay them by, 
And contribute to his aſſiſtance. 


— * „ 


The Step Daugbier's Relief. & 
To the Tune of, The Kirk wad let me be, 


Was anes a well tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me; 
But now I'm brought to a poor pals, 

My ftep-dame has oa flee. 
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My father he's aften frac hame, | 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lateth nor ſhame, © 
And keeps the hale houſe in a fteer. 


She's barmy fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, haf naked and cauld, 
I-ſee her deſtroy what's mine: 
But ſoon I might hope a revenge, 
And ſoon of my ſorrows be free, 
My poortooth to plenty wad change, 
f ſhe were hung up on a tree. 


oth Ringan, wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny laſs tenderly, 
III take thee, ſweet May, in thy ſnood, 
Gif thou wilt gae hame with me. 
Tis only your ſell that I want, 
Your kindneſs is better to me, 
Than a' that your ſtep- mother, ſcant 
Of grace, now has taken frac thee. 


I'm but a young farmer, its true, 

And ye are the ſprout of a laird; 
But I have milk-cattle enow, 

And rowth of good rucks in my yard, 
Ye fall have naithing to faſh ye, 
Sax ſervants ſall jouk to thee : 

Then kilt up thy coats, my laſſie, 
And gae thy ways hame with me, 


The maiden her reaſon imploy'd, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented; — while Ringan o erjoy d, 
Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. 
| | And 


Ha! Feany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 


Ha] laſs [ faw ye ſlip down the hedge, 


Ay Feany, Jean ye gade to the kirk ; 
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And now ſhe ſits by Sas, ſingan, 


And joking her drunken ſtep-dame, 
Delighted with her dear Ringan, : 
That makes her good-wite at hame. 


Jeany, where haſt thou been. 


jours Jeany, where has thou been? 
"ather and mother are ſeeking of thee. 
Ye have been ranting,. playing the wanton, 
Keeping of Focky company. | | 
O Betty, Tve been to hear the mill clack, 
Getting meal ground for the family, 
As fow as it gade I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 


The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 
Tho?” victual's come hame again hale, what reck, 
I fear he has taken his mowter off thee. 


And Betty, ye ſpread your linnen to bleech, 
When that was done, where cou d you be? 


And wanton Willy <vas following thee. 


But when it skail'd, where cou'd thou be? 
Ve came nae hame till it was mirk, 
They ſay the kiſſing clerk came w'ye. 
O ſilly laſſie, what will thou do? 
If thou grow great, they'll heez thee hie. 
Look to your ſell, if Jock prove true : | 
The clerk frae creepies wwill keep me free. 


— SONG. 
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S ON G. 
To the Tune of, Laft time I came o the moor 


E blytheſt lads, and laſſes Y, 
\ Hear what my ſang ile 


As Tae morning ſleeping lay, 
Upon a a bank of roſes, 
1 Jamie whisking o er the mead, 
ood luck chanc d to ſpy me; 
Het — 10 bonnet aff his head, 
And ſaftly ſet down by me. 


Jamie tho I right meikle priz 4, 
Yet now I wadna ken him; 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd 
And ſtrave away toſend him: 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my fide down lying, 
His I chough heart thumped ſae faft, 
t the lad was s dying. 


h But Rill reſolvin ng.to deny, | 

And angry patlion feigning, 2 
I aften — i ſhot him by, dos 
Witch words full of diſdaining. 


Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 


Ment aff much diſcontented; 
1 Lin truth for a* my fins, ED 
er haf fac fair repented. X. 


The 


(213) 


The Cock Laird. 7. 


Cock laird fou cadgie, 
With Jenny did meer, 
He haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 
| Andca'd her his ſweet. 
Wilt thou gae alang 

Wi' me, Jenny, Jenny? 
Thouſe be my ain lemmane, 


Jo Jenny, quoth he. 
If I gae alang 95 


Ye maunna fail, 
'To feaſt me with caddels 
And good hacket-kail. 
The deel's in your nicety, 
| Jenny, quoth he, | 
Mayna bannocks of bear- meal 
Be as good for thee. 


And I maun hae pinners, 

With pearling ſer round, 
A skirt of paddy, _ 

And a waſtcoar of broun. 
Awa with fick vanities, 

7M „ quoth he, 
For kurchis and kirtles 

Are fitter for thee. 


My lairdſhip can yield me 
As metkle a year, 
As had us in pottage 
And good knockit beer: 
But having nae tenants, 
O Jenny, Jenny, 
To Nc {ors have - 
A penny, quoth he. 
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The borrowſtoun merchants 
Will ell ye on tick, ” 5 
For we maun hae braw things, 
Abeit they ſoud break. 
When broken, frac care 
The fools are ſet free, 
When we make them lairds 
In the abbey, quoth ſhe. 


"The Soger Laddie. &. 


Y foger laddie 
Is over the ſea, 25 
And he will bring gold 
And money to me; 
And when he comes hame, 
1 _ make me 4 lady, 
wit 
VI foger laddie 


My doughty laddie | 
Ils handſome and brave 
And can as a ſoger 5 
And lover behave; 8 
True to his country, | 
To love he is ſteady, 
There's few to compare 
With my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him ye angels, | — 
Frae death in alarms, : 
Return = on lawrels 
To my lan arms. 
Syne frae all 4 _ 
Ye'll pleaſantly free me, | 
When back to my wiſhes e | 
My ſoger ye gie me. | O 
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O ſoon may his honours 
| Bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, 
If he gethis due: 
For in noble actions | 
His courage 1s ready, 
Which makes me delight 
In my ſoger laddie. 


The Ax c HER S Marth. 


Ound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it : 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery : 
Its origin divine is, 
The practice brave and fine is, 
Which generouſly inclines us 


To guard our liberty. 


Art by the Gods imployed, 
By which heroes enjoyed, 
By which heroes enjoyed 
The wreaths of victory. 
The deity of Parnaſſus, 
The God of ſoft careſſes, 
Chaſte Cynthia and her laſſes, 


Delight in archery. 


See, ſee yon bow extended! 
"Tis Fove himſelf that bends it, 
*Tis Jove himſelf that bends it, 
| O'er clouds on high is glows. 
All nations, Tarks and Parthians, 
The Tartars and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Moors and [ndians, 
With bravery draw their bows. 


=_ ERC ... erode —— 4 
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Our own true records tell us, 

That none cou'd e'cr excel us, 

That none cou'd e'er excel us, 
* In martial archery: 

With ſhafts our ſires engaging, 
Oppos d the Romans raging, 

Defeat the fierce Norwegian, 

And ſpared tew Danes to flee. 


Witneſs Largs and Loncartie, 

Dunkel and Aberlemny, 

Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Roſline and Bannocklurn 


The Chiviots all the border, 
- Where bowmen'in brave order, 


Told enemies, if furder | 
: They mov'd, they'd ne&er return. 


SY 


Largs, where the Nerwegians, headed by their valiant King 
Haco, were in Anno 1263, totally defeat by ALEXANDER 
III. King of Scots; the heroick ArzxAaxnes, great-ſteward of 
Scotland, commanded the right wing. | = 
Toncartie, near Perth, where king Kenxera III. obtained 
the victory over the Danes, which was principally owing to the 
valour and reſolution of the firſt brave HA x, and his two 
ſons. : 

Dankel, here, and in Kyle, and on the banks of Tay, our 
great king Cox RRE DUS GALDus in three battles overthrew 
30000 Romans in the reign of the emperor Domitian. 

Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where king Mar.coLM 
II. obtained a glorious victory over the united armies of 


Dames, Norwegians and Cxmbrians, &c. commanded by Suk xo 


king of Denmark, and his warlike ſon prince CaxvTE. 

Roſline, within five miles ſouth of Edinburgh, where 10000 
Scots, led by fir Joux Cumin and fir Simox FRAzER, de- 
feat in three batrles in one day 30000 of their enimies, 
' Ammo 1203. 

The battles of Bannockburn and Chiviot, &c. are ſo well 
known, that they require no notes. 


K 


Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery. 

Us'd as a game it pleaſes, 
The mind to joy it raiſes, 
And throws off all diſeaſes 

- Of lazy luxury. 


Nov, now our care be _ 
When all the year looks ſmiling, 
When all the year looks ſmiling, 
With healthful harmony : 
The ſun in glory glowing, 
With morning dew beſtowing, 
Sweet fragrance, life, and growing, 


To flowers and every tree. 


*Tis now the archers royal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 

That in juſt thoughts agree, 
Appear in antient bravery, 
Deſpiſing all baſe knavery, 
Which tends to bring in W 

Souls worthy to live free. 


Sound, ſound the muſick, ſound it, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Health and proſperity, 
I' our great Curt and Officers, 
T' our Preſident and Counſellors : 


To all who like their brave forbears, 


Delight in archery. 
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The following SONGS to be ſung in their proper 
Places on the acting of the Gentle Shepherd, at each 
the page marked where they come in. 5 Ft 


SANG I. The wawking of the faulds. 4 
Sung by Patie, Page . . 


Y Peggy is a young thing, 
Juſt enter'd 4 hes — 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſag ſweetly, | 


Whene'er we meet alane. 

= - I wiſh nae mair, to lay my care, 

I Wiſh nae mair, of — 0. rare. 

| | My Peggy ſpeaks fac ſweetly, 
| To 3 lave I'm cauld y 


But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſmiles fac kindly, 
hene'er I whiſper love, | 
That I look down on a' the town, | 
That I look down upon a crow. 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld. 
Aud naithing gi' es me ſic delight, 
"= As wawking of the faul. 


IM Peggy ſings ſac ſaftly /, 
| When on my pipe I play; gs > 
By a' the reſt, it is confeft, 


Ey a the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. My | | * 


„ 

FE <a 
. 

— 


— 


Ne er mind their pretty lying tongue; 


tao) 


My Peggy ſings face ſaſtly S. | 
| And 4 11 S are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 


At wawking of the fauld. | -_ 


N x 


SANG II. H gar rub ber o'er with ftrat. A". 
Sung Ly Patie, p. 6. 


Ul 


Ear Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And er Kinds, Sith a ſlight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight : 

But them diſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, | 
And with a ſimple face give way : 
To a repulſe then be not blate, | 

_ Puſh banldly on, and win the day. 


When maidens, innoceatly young, 
Say aften what they never mean; 


gt { 

R 
e 
po „ , 


But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, | 
And let her ſigh when tis too late. 


Pet * 
* — 
, F ; ad $=. 
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| SA NG III. Polavart on the Green, 5 2 
Sag by Peggy, p. 16. 


„* __ 


* : *%®. ' 


£ 


Ti dorty will repent i 1 

If a heart grow cauld, „ ; ; 

And nane her ſmiles will tent. 
Soon as her face looks auld : .= 
2 Us - "75: £5 


* 
* 1 


— 


Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 


The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats, tho* hunger crave, 8 

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And'slaught at by the lave, 

They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt, 

FThus by it ſell abus'd, 

The foal thing is oblig'd to faſt, 

Or eat what they ve refus'd. 


SANG IV. 0 dear Mother, <ohat ſhall T do? 
Sung by Jenny, p. 11. K 

| Dear Pegey love's beguilin * 

O We ought not to —_ be tiling, 


Better far to do as I do, 
Leſt a harder luck betyde you. 


» 0... 


Laſſes when their fancy's carried, 


Think of nought but to be married; 
"Running to a life deftroys =» 
| Heartſome, free, and youthfu? joys. 42 


— W 


SANG V. How can I be ſad. on my M cdding- Day.. 
1 Kung by Peggy, p. 12 H ; 
Te dan Fbe fad when a husband I hae, 


That has better ſenſe than any of thar 
Sour weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools 


=” To fink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools. 


The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ſtriſfſm 
He praiſes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 


* 


" + 


* * 8 
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SANG VI. Nanſy's to the Green Mood gane. A. 1 


Sung by Jenny, p. 15. 


And there 1s nae denying, 
hat ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 
Frae love proceeds complying ; 
For a' that we can do or ſay, | 
Gainſt love nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fac, 
That by the heart- ſtrings leads us. 


I Yield, dear laſſie, you have won, 


ſp. 4 


SANG VII. Cald Kale in Aberdeen. 
Sung by Glaud or Symon, p. 18. 


* 


: ms be the rebel's caſt, 


Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 
I hope we'll ſee them at the 
Strung a? up in a wood 


Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, | 


And ever high his ſtation, 
That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. 


5 5 


HE laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour 


To riſe aboon poverty: : 
OE U 2 


SANG VIII. Mucking of Geordy's Byer, 
: Sung by Symon, p. 19. | 


( 

Elf like the pack horſe that's unforher'd, 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint; 

Thus virtue by hardſhip is fmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


— 


> th Rs . — r 9 
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P now the king's come, 

K Peggy, now the king's come, 

Thou may dance, and I ſhall ſing, 
 Pegey, ſince the king's come. | 
Nae mair the hawkies thou ſhalt milk, 
But change thy plaiding- coat ſor ſilk, 
And he a — 2 that ilk, | 
Now, Peggy, ſince the king's come. 


EF SANG X. I inter was cauld, and my Cleathing <vas this. 
3 Sung by Peggy and Patie, p. 30. * 1 


'& © 7 - x: BE 


AF 7 Hen firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
| And 1 at ew-milking firft ſeyd my young skill, 
To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 


When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blew hether- 
Bloom'd: bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 


II found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 
1 . PECGV. 


SANG IX. Carle and the king come. 72 | 


PA TIE 1 


Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 


4 


<4 1 


Sung by Patic and P > 
74 ; and in 127, Miel 
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PEGGY. 
When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted 


the ftane, 


And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain: 


Thy ilka ſport manly, gave pleafure to me; 


For nane can put, wreſtle or run ſwift as thee. 


F 


Our Jenny ſings ſaſtly the Coden Broom-Knowr, 
And Roſe lilts ſweetly: the milking the eus; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanſy can ſing, 

At throw the wood laddie, Beſs gars our lugs ring: 


But when my dear Peggy ſings with better 


The boat-man, teveed-fide, or the laſs of the mill, 
Tiis many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 


For tho“ they ſing nicely, they cannot like the. 


PE GG V. 


How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire > 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes love's fire; 
Give me ſtill this. pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 

To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


- 
— DE "OP" 1 


: 
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SANG XII. Happy Chum 


ID from himſelf, now by the dawn. 
He ſtarts as freſh: as roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleeting flocks. 


— 


> . 
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SANG XI. By the delicious warnmeſs of thy muh. | 


25 printed in the Paſto- - 
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Heathful, and innocently gay 
He chants, and whiſtles out the day ; 


Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
| Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy from ambition free, 
7 | 


Envy and vile h iſie, 
Where truth and love with joys agree, 
Unſullied with a crime: 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 
In proping of their pride and ſtate; - 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


3 | & — 


SANG XIII. La- mind. 
Sung by Jenny and Roger, p. 475. 


Ere I affur'd you'll conſtant prove, 

You ſhould nae mair complain, 

The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain ; 


For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 


This too fond heart of mine 


Has lang, a black- ſole true to thee, 


Wiſh ed to be pair'd with thine. 
RN 
I'm happy now, ah! let my head 
V pon thy breaſt recline; © 


The pleaſure ftrikes me near-hand dead ! 
Is Jenny then fac kind? 5 


| O let me briſs thee to my heart! 


And round my arms entwine : 
Delytful thought; we'll never part! 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


SANG. . 


(225) 
SANG XIV. Oe Bogie. 
2 by Jenny, 5. 48. 


ELL I agree, ye 're ſure of me; 
1 Next to my father gae. 

13 Make him content to give conſent, 
| He'll hardly ſay you nay : 

For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commen te ou well, 

Since parents auld t love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he deny, I carena by, 
He'd contradict in yam. 
Tho' a. my kin had faid and ſworn, 


But theeI will have nane. 


Then never range, or e to change, 
Like theſe in TED 
And if e Iin hive, 


| You'll | find nae 1 in me. 


* oe * 8 
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SANG xv. Wat ye eis Inas Lfnn 4 
Sung by Sin William, 5. 34. 


OW from rufticity, and love, 

Whoſe flames but over lowly bm, 
My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 

is ſoul mult take another turn: 
As the rough diamond from the mine, 

In breakings only ſhews its light. 

Till poliſhing has made it ſhine, 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 


SAN. 
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SANG XVI. Kirk mad let me be. 
Sung by, Patic, p. 63. A a 


D and part of reaſon, 11 
| Plead ftrong on the parents ſide, 
Which love ſuperior calls treaſon; 
I be ſtrongeſt muſt be obey d; 
For now tho I'm one of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſhood repells ; 
For change in my heart is no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


— 


SANG XVII. es my heart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 
Sung by Peggy, ). 6. M. 


Peak on, — ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold upa A on ns finking un 2 
Theſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 

When Pate muſt from his Pegzy ſunder. 
face and filkattirey oo 
lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 

Alake poor me! will now conſpire, 


To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 0 
The reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 


Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, 5 


Ah! I can die, but never ſunder. 


Fe meadows where we often ftray'd, 


Te banks where we were wont to wander. 
Sweet ſcented rucks round which we play d, 
You'll loſs your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again 
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Again ah! ſhall I never creep 
. Around the know with ſilent duty, 
2 Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty? 
Hear, heaven, while ſolemnly I vow, 
Tho thou ſhouldſt prove a wandering lover, 
Throw life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


3 SANG XVIII. Tweed. ſide. F, 
Sung by Peggy, p. 68. . 


Hen hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 
| W My heart it oa oing to bene; ; 
My life appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will fav't for thy ſake. 

Where'er my love travels by day, 
M herever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him cer in fight, 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 
1 ; 1 And ſtudy the ere. charms; 
Hope time away till thou a 8 
=_  - To lock thes: for ay in ms 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe | 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 


1 


| + For beauty that's only skin deep, 
1 Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 


But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a decay.” - 
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Nor ger the changes of liſe, 
8 far fre of re, 1 
. If virtue's ingrain d am the wie 
And the nne e,; approve. | 
(Its Ale 1 
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SANC G 0 AIX. Bub aboon Madel. 
Sung by Peggy, p. 70. . : 


3.” 7 Repos, " 
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TT Sting ay. and riſing morn,. - - , 
With Sp that ſtill ſha Hove th thee, | 
III ask of heaven thy ſafe return, 

With all that can e eee thee, 


I'Il viſit oft the birken- 
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Where firſt thon kindly told me, 
4 © Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſn, 
1 | _Whilft round thou Nan ane aur. 


111 To all our haunts I A. rep Minato! od ves 
1 By greenwood-ſhay or fowitain;z. 
Or where the ſummer-day Fd ſhare _ 
With thee, upon yon mountain. 
There will I elf; the trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unfeign d and tender. 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours 


A heart which cannot n F; 
PR 
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SANG XX. 50 gray 9 Ben. N 
Sung by Sir William, 5 5. 74. 


HE bon mornin to peep, 
And Jatkneſ, Gelee, ing 5 riſing 2 
e hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy ſleep, 
* healthful e * 8 
Without 8 


| | ( 229 ) 3 
45 Without a guilty ſting to wrinkle bis brow: 
The lark and the Iinnet tend his levee, 


And he joins their concert, driving his —4 
From toil of grimace and pageantry 


While fluſter'd with wine, or . with loſs, 
Of half an eſtate, the Frey of a main, 

The drunkard and gameſter tumble and tols, 

— Wiſhing for calmneſs and ſlumber in vain. 

Be my portion health and quietneſs of mind, 
Plac'd at due diftance from parties and ate, 

Where neither ambition or avarice blind, 
Reach him who has a Iink d to his fate. 


£ — an — 


On our - Ladies . dreſſed in 8c o rs Manufadtory, 
at a Nut Aſembly. 


"4 5 &-v . Ae 
To FR: Tune of, O'er the Hills and far . 


E T meaner beauties uſe their art, 
L And range both Indies for their dreſs. 
Our fair can captivate the heart, 
In native weeds, nor look the le. 
More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkle with luſtres more divine, 
When freed of every foreign grace. 


The tawn nymph on ſcorching plains, . 


an May uſe the 40 of gems alas; 2 
* Dee wirh brocade an 


Features * ruder forms a and nog 
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What Caledonian ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woolen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 
What e er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat becomes the fair, 

he dirty dreſs may lovers cool, 
But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clade in linnen, filk, or wool. 


FT" adore Aqrtilla, who can ceaſe? 


Fer active charms our praiſe demand, 
"Clad in a mantua, from the fleece, 
Spun by her own delightful hand. 


Who can behold Califa's eyes, — - 
Hler breaſt, her check, and ſnowy arms, 
And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 
Too rival more ſuperior charms? | 
E  Compar'd with thoſe, the diamond's dull, 
= Launs, fatins, and the velvets fade, 
I be ſoul with her atractions full, 
Quan never de by theſe betray'd. 


E $APHIRA, all o'er native ſweets, 
Mot the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 
Her wit, her character completes, 
Hier ſmile her lovers ighs rewards, 


V When ſuch firſt beauties Jead the way, 


Il ̃ be inferior rank will follow ſoon ; 
T Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
Baut trade encouraged be in tune. 
Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 
And flax that on the valeys blooms, 
Shall make the naked nations love, 
And ble the labours of our looms ; | 


- 
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We have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifles hardly worth our care, 


Yet for theſe trifles let them claim 
What food andcloath we have to ſpare. 


How happy's Scotlandin her fair! 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
By acting thus with virtuous care, 
Again the golden age recal : 
Enjoying them, Edina ne er | 
hall miſs a court; but ſoon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. 


Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, 
When ſuch dear angels, in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 
Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delighr and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 
Till tir'd with earth, you mount above. 


1 


HARDYKNUTE 
i 4 Fragment of an old beroick ballad. id —_ I 
I wad e. 5 fee, 1 1519. MY 


- | Tately ftep he caſt the wa, 
D And ſtately ſtept he weſt, 
* Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 8 
Mith ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. | 

He liv'd when Britons breach of faith _ © 

Wrought Scotland meikle wae: 2 

And ay his ſword told to their coſt, 
; He was their deadly fac. | 


2 © 
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Came, as he ſat at dyne, 


( 232 ) 


II. 
Hie on a hill his caſtle ſtude, 
With hills and tours a hight, 
And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 
His dame fac peirleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Save lenor the queen. 


D 


III. 


Full thirteen ſons to him ſhe bare, 


All men of valour ſtout; 4 
In bluidy fight, with ſword in hand, 
Nyne loſt their lives bot doubt; 


Four yet remain, lang may they live 


To ſtand by liege and land: 
Hie was their fame, hie was their might, 
And hie was their command. 
+ 8 IV. 


Great love they bare to Fairly fair, 


Their ſiſter ſaft and deir, 


Her girdle ſhawd her middle jimp, 


And gowden gliſt her hair. 


| "What wacfou wae her bewtie bred ? 


Waefou to young and auld. 


Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, | 


As ſtory ever tauld. 
„ We 


The king of Norſe in ſummer tyde, 


Puft up with power and might, 
Landed in fair Scotland the iſle, 

With mony a hardy knight: 
The tydings to our gude Scots King 


With noble chiefs in brave aray, ; 
Drinking the blude-reid wyne. 3 


(233) 
« To horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 
« Your faes ſtand on the ſtrand, 
“ Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 
« The king of Norſe commands. 
Bring me my fteed, Madge, dapple gray, 
Our gude king raiſe and cry'd; 
A truſtier beaſt in all the land, 
Scots King never ſeyd. 


VII. 


Go little page, tell Hardy knute, 
T hat lives on hill fo hie, | 
To draw his ſword, the dreid of faes, 
And hafte and follow me. 
The little page ew ſwift as dart 
Flung by his maſter's arm, 
Come down, come down, lord Hardyknate, 
And redd your Ring frae harm. on 
1 VIII. 
Then reid, reid grew his dark brows 
Sae did his dark-brown brow; © 
His looks grew keen as they were wont 


In dangers ou todo; 
He has tane a horn as green as glaſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 
That trees in green wood ſhook thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 14 
| 1 1 
His ſons in manly ſport and glie, 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 
When lo down in a grafly dale, 
They heard their father's harn. | 
That horn, quoth they, neer ſounds in peace, 
Me have other ſport to byde; ! 
And ſoon they heyd them up the hill, 
And ſoon were at * 5 


— 
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. 
Late, late yeſtreen I wweind in peace 
Fo end my lengthned life, 
M age might weil excuſe my arm 
Frae manly feats of ſtrife; 
But now that Norſe does proudly bea ſt 
Fair Scotland to intbrall, 


Its neir be ſaid of Hardyknute, 


He fear d to fight or fall. 
XI, 
Robin of Rothſay, bend thy boxr, 


# Thy arrow ſhoot ſae leil, 
8 3 a comely countenance 


ey have turn d to deidly pale: 


Brade Thomas tak ye but your lance, 


Ye neid nae weapons mair, 
Gif ye fight aveit as ye did anes 
Gainſt Weſtmoreland's fierce heir. 


Ek . 
Malcom, light of foot as ftaz 
| — in foreſt 2 4 | 


Get me my thouſands three of men 


 Wellbred to ſword and ſbield: 
Bring me my horſe and harniſine 
blade of mettal cleir. 
Tf faes kend but the hand it bare, 


They ſoon had fled for fear. 


XIII. 


Farexell my dame, ſae pierleſs good, 


And took her by the hand, 
Fairer to me in age on fon; - © 
han maids for beauty fam d: 
My yeungeſt ſon ſall here remain 
To guard theſe ſtately toawirs, 


Aud ſbutthe ſilver bolt that keips, 
Lee faſt your painted bowirs . 


* 


* 4 


AIV. 


And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheiks, 


And Fairly fair your heart cuald cheir, 


Chuſe frae my menxie whom ye pleaſe 


| Kynd chiftain, your intent purſue, 


( 235 ) 
XIV. 


And then her boddice green, 
Hir filken cords of twirtle twiſt, 

Weil plett with filver ſheen ; 
And apron ſet with mony a dice 

Of needle-wark ſae rare, 


 Wove by na hand, as ye may gueſs, þ 


Save that of Fairly fair. 
XV. 


And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 
Owre hills and nony a glen, 
When he came to a wounded knight 
Making a heavy mane ; 
Here maun Ilie, here maun I dye, 
By treacheries falſe Gyles ; 
Witleſs I vas that eir gave faith 
To wicked womans ſmyles. 
1 | XXL. 
Sir knight, gin ye were in my bowir, 
To leanon ſilken ſeat, 
ladys kyndlie care you'd prove, 
e _ kend deidy OP 5 
Hir ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 
Hir maids a deid of nicht; 


As ſhe ſtands in your ſight. 
XVII. 
Ariſe young knight, and mount your fteid, 
Full lowns the ſbynand day, PO 


To lead ye on the way. 
With ſmyleſfs look and . wan, 
The wounded knight reply'd, 


For heir I maun abyde. 
= 90 XVIII. 


1 
a XVIII. 
Jo ms nae after day nor night, 
Can eir be ſweit or fair, | 
But ſoon beneath ſome draping trie, 
Cauld death ſall end my care.. 
With him nae pleading might prevail, 
Brave Harayknute to gain, 
With faireft words and reaſon ſtrang, 
Strave courteouſly in vain. 


| XIX. 

Syne he has gane far hynd attowre, 

| 4 * land ſae wyde, 4 

That lord a worthy wight was ay, 
When faes his courage ſeyd: 

Of Pictiſb race by mothers ſyde, 
When Picts ruld Caledon, | 


Lord Chattan claimd the princely maid, 


When he ſav'd Pi#jb crown. 
XX. | 
Now with his fierce and ftalwart train, 
He reach'd a ryſing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the dale, 
Norſe army lay in ſight; 
Yonder my valiant ſons and feirs, 
Our raging revers wait 
On the unconquer d Scottiſh ſwaird, 
To try with us thair fate. 
. 
Mak ori ons to him that ſav d 
_ Our ſauls upon the rude, 
Syne bravely ſhaw your veins are filid 
With Caledonian lade. 


Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
ISM 


While thouſands all arroun 


Drawn frae their ſheaths hos in the ſun, 


And loud the bougills 


ound. 
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XXII. 


To join his king adoun the hill 
In haſt = merch he made, 


| Whyle, play and pibrochs, minſtralls meit 


Afore him ſtately ſtrade. 
Thryſe welcom ons ſoup of weir, 
Thy nations ſbeild and pryde; 
9 king nae reaſon has to feir 
When thou art by his ſyde. 


XXIII. 


When bows were bent and darts were thrawn, 
For thrang ſcarce could they flie, 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. 
| Lang did they rage and fight full _— 
With little skaith to man, NS 
But bludy, bludy was the field, 


Or that lang ay was done. 


XXIV. 


The king! of Scots that ſindle bruikd 
The war that lookt like play, ; 
Drew his braid ſword, and 1 his bow, 


Sen bows ſeimt but delay: 
Quoth noble Keys oo Pll keip, 
[vate its bled a | 


Haſt fp my merry ee coo rhe king, 


=» e rade on before. 
| | | „ 

| The 8 Norſe he ſought to find, 
4 


With him to menſe the fight, 
But on his forehead there did light 8 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft; 
As he his hand put up to nd 
The wound, an arrow keen, 
> O waefou chance! there pinnd his hand 
| In midſt between his een. 


XXVI. 


e — 
r r 
e * = N 
0 _ 
* * 
. 
* 
— Ko 
— _ 
* 
3. 4: 
— — oe En 
T7 * © 
— : 4 


4 TR raw a; Oy” F * . . " 
— 5 
- 


(238 ) 


XXVI. 
Revenge, revenge, cryd Rothſays heir, 
* our mail-coat ſall nocht hyde 
ngth and {barpneſs y dart ; 
hen ſent it through 15 fide: | 
Another arrow weil he markd 
It pierc'd his neck in twa, 


His hands then quat the filver reins, 


He laigh as eard did fa. 
XXVII. 


Sair bleids my liege, ſair, ſair be heidi. 


Again with might he drew _ 
And geſture dreid his ſturdy bow, 

Faſt the braid arrow flew : 
Waeto the knight he ettled at, 

Lament now quene Elgreid, 


Hie dames too wail your darlings fall, 


His youth and comely meid 
XXVIII. 


e take of beſt . 


old weil was it twynd, 


— Knit lyke the fowlers net through which 


His ſteilly harneſs ſhynd) 
Take, Norſe, that gift frae me, and bid 
Him venge the blude it beirs; 


Say, if he face my bended bow, 


He ſure nae weapon fears. 
XXIX 


Proud Norſe with giant body tall, 


Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong, 

Cryd, where is Hardyknute ſae famd 
Aud ftird at Britains throne: : 

The Britons tremble at his name, 

I ſoon ſall make him <vail, 49. 

That eir my ſword cuas made ſae ſbary, 


8. ſaft his coat of mail. 
= N * 85 # 4 - 


— 
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XXX. 


That brag his ſtout heart coud na byde, 

It lent bu youthful might: 8 

Im Hardyknute this day, 'd, 

1 Scotlands king Tate TY 

To lay thee law as horſes hufe, - 
chord I mean to keip. | 

Syne with the firſt ſtrake eir he ſtrake, 
He garrd his body bleid. 7 


XXXI. 


Norſe ene lyke gray goſehawks ſtaird wyld, 


He 4 with ſhame and ſpyte; 
Diſgracd is now my far famd arm 
That left. thee poxwer to ſtryke: 
Then gave his head a blaw fac fell, 
It-made him doun to ftoup, 
As law as he to ladies us'd 
In courtly gyſe to lout. 
| 1 XXXII. 
Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvelld fair, 
Sen blawstill then on him but darrd 
As touch of Fairly fair: 
Norſe ferliet too as ſair as he 
To ſee his ſtately look, 
Sae ſoon as eir he ftrake a fac, 
Sae ſoon his lyfe he took. 


2 XXXIII. 
Whair lyke a fyre to hether ſer, 
Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A fturdy fac with look enragd 
vp towards him did prance; 
He 7 his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks 
The hardy youth to quell, 
Wha ſtood unmov'd at his approach 
n : o 77 
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T hat ſbort brown ſhaft ſae meanly trimd, 
Looks like poor Sell Gar? 


But dreidfull ſeims the at! 
» And — he lengn i | 
Aft Britains blude has dimd its ſbyne 
This point cut ſbort their vaunt ; 
Syne piercd the boafter's bairded cheik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 
. XXXV. 


Short while he in his ſadle ſwang, 
His ſtirrip was nae ſtay, rn] 

Sac feible hang his unbeat knee, 
Sure taken he was fey: 

Swith on the hardened clay he fell, 
Right far was hard the thud, 

But 7 homas look d not as he lay 
All waltering in his blude. 


XXXVI. 
With cairles geſture, mynd unmov'd, 
On raid he north the plain, 
His ſeim in thrang of fierceſt ſtryfe, 
When winuer ay the ſame; 


Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik, 


Coud meiſe ſaft love to bruik, 


Till vengeful Ann returnd his ſcorn, 


Then lIanguid grew his look. 


XXXVII. 
In thrawis of death, with wailowit cheik 
All panting on the plain, | 
The fainting corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to aryſe again; 


Neir to return to native land, 


Nae mair with blythſom ſounds, 


To boaſt the glories of the day, 
And ſhaw thairſhyning wounds. 


XXXVIII. 


E241 ) | 
| XXXVIII. 
On Noraays coaſt the widow'd dame 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, 
May lang look owre the ſhiples ſeis, 
Before hir mate appeirs. r | 
Ceiſe, Emma, ceiſe to hope in vain, 1 4 Hill | 
Thy lord lyis in the clay, 


The valiant Scots nae revers thole 
To carry lyfe away. | 


Id - 
There on a lie whair ſtands a croſs, 
Set up for monument, 
Thouſands full fierce. that ſummers day \E 
5 Filld keen waris black intent, 
et Scots, while Scots, praiſe Hardyknts, 
Let Norſe the name ay dreid, 
Ay how 5 faught, aft how he Ward, 
Sal lateſt: ages reid. 4 ad] 
XL. 


Loud a_d chill blew weftlin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, _ 
Mirk grew the night err Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ſtately tower, 
His tower that uſd with torches bleiſe, 
To ſhyne fac far at night, 
Seimd now as black as mourning weid, ay 
Nae marvel fair he ſeight. _ 


XLII. 

T here's nae light in my ladys bo irn 

There's nae light in my hall; br tt N 
Nuae Blink ſbynes round my Fairly Fair, 

Nor Wa Zhang, on my wall. 110 
What bodes it * Robert, Thomas ſay, 

Nae anſwer fits. their dreid. l 


Stand back, any ſons, I'll be your de: TT + 
7 8 by they paſt with hed” | TY 


(0242) 


1 
At ſaſt I baif ſped ocure Scotlands ates, 
2 bl? his brag of weir, f FE £1 
Sair ſham'd to mynd ought but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear 
He wiſt not yet with dreid ; 
Sair ſhook his body, fair his limbs, 


And all the warrior fled. | 
* EEEEETES 
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27 be XY of Yarrow. 
Usk ye, busk e, my bonny bonny Ride 
Busk ye, ye, we winſom marrow, 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 8 
And ts leave the braes of LTarroto 


Y Where got got ye that bonn 7 bride, 
Where got ye that winſom marrow? 
J got her whave I durſt not well be ſeen, 
Puing the dirks on the braes of Yarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny 2 "FU k 
Weep not, weep not, my winſom er, 

Nor let 8 lament to lege 

Puing the birks on the bracs of Yarrow. 


Why does ſhe weep, thy hoy bonny bride ?. 
Why does ſhe weep, thy winſome marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow? 


Lang muſt ſhe weep, lang muff the, ak ſhe weep, 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with dole and forrow, _ 
And lang muſt I nae mair well be ſeen - 


8 the braes of Yarrow. For 


( 243) 
For ſhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 
Her lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 


And I have ſlain the comlieſt ſwain, 
That ever pued birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


Why. runs thy ſtream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid: 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſorrow?” 

And Ars 2h melancholious weeds, | 
Hung on the bony birks of Yarrow ? 


What's yonder floats on the rueful, rock flood ? 
What's yonder floats? O dole and ſorrow, : 
O tis the comely ſwain I flew - 

Upon the doleful braes of Yarrow. ' 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds his wounds in n 
His wounds in tears of dole and ſorrow, | 
And wrap his limbs in murning weeds, 

And lay: im on the braes of Yarrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ve ſiſters d, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in woful wile, 


His helpleſs fate on the braes of Yarrow. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt - 

His comly breaſt on the braces of 7arrow. 


Did I not warn thee not to, not to love, 
And warn from fight? but to my ſorrow, / 
Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou met 'ſt, and fell on the bracs of Yarrow. 


Ya: do on gas 


C244 


Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Yarrow's WA the Os RE 


Fair hangs the apple frac the ck: [ 
Sweet the wave Yarrow flowan- 


Flows.Yarrow ſect, as ſweet, as ſweet flows 7 led, 
As 2 aſs, its gowan as yellow, 

As ſweet ſmells on —.— the Birke 

The apple from its rocks as — 


Fair was 1 fair, fair indeed thy love, 10 
In flow'ry s thou him didſt fetter; Y 
Tho' he was fair, and well beloy'd: again, 

Than me he never loy'd thee better. >. 


Busk ye, then tank, my bony bony bride, 
Busk ye, then busk, my winſom-marrow, - 
Busk ye, and los me on ras banks of 7 cp 
And think nae mare on the braes of Yarrow, 


How can I busk a bony bony bride? 19 
How can I busk a winſom marrow? 152k : 
How loe him on the banks. of ad, | 
That flew my love on the bracs of Yar? 


0 e ae may never, never _ 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 4 4 
For there was vilely kid r, 
My love as he had not been A lover. - 3137 YEROD : 955 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 

His purple veſt, tas my aun ſewing bs 
Ah! wretched me, Llittle; little knew, TESTED 
He was in theſe to meet his ruin. | 


The bo took out his milk white, milk white ſeed, 

- Va I of my dole and ſorrow, 

But e er the toofal of the night, T4 

= lay a corps on the braes of Yarrow. Much 
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Much I rejoyc'd that woeful, woeful day, 
I ſung, my voice the woods returning, 
But lang cer night, the ſpear was flown . 
That ſlew my love, and left me mourning. 


W hat can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 

But with his cruel rage purſue me? FS 

My lover's blood 1s on thy ſpear ; | 
How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo me?: 


My happy fiſters may be, may be proud, 
With _ and — — Tong 
May bid me ſeek on Yarrow's braes 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may upbraid, 
And ftrive with threatning words to move me. 

My lover's blood 1s on thy ſpear, 
How can'ft thou ever bid me love thee? _ : 


— 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
With bridal ſheets my body cover, 

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 
Let in the expected husband lover. 


But who the expected busband husband 1s? 
His hands, methink, are bath'd in ſlaughter. 
Ah me ! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon, 

Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after ? 
Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 


Tanke aff, take aff theſe bridal weeds, 
And crown my careful head with yellow. 


„ » ; 
Y rale 
* 7 7 z - 
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Pale tho thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt belov'd, 

O could my warmth to life reftore thee ; 
Vet lye all night between my breaſts; ; 
No youth lay ever there before chee. El 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovel outh'!+ 
Forgive, forgive ſo foul a > art _ | 
And ly all night between my 


No youth hull ever ye thet afer ads Beg wolt 


Return, return; O mournful, -mournful bride,” 1 
Return and dry thy uſeleſi forrow,. AE K by FX 
Thy lover heeds t of thy ü, en bid NSN 
He lies a corps in the braes vf Taro. ee 
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Celebrated SONGS. 


8 


N ben ave behold her angel face, 
Or when ſbe ſi Fs gs. with heavenly grace, 
In what we hear and what wo ſee, 
How raviſbing s the harmony 
No charms like Celia's voice ſurpriſe, 
Except the _ ck of ber eyes. 


LANSDOWN. 


Vol. HI. 


A Cor LEH IoN of 


Celebrated S oN Es. 


SONG I. 


EH of the TY 
a jolly young ſwain, 


a jolly young ſwain, 
By afo eld 8 be kind: 


PI A Pur relencleSs 1 5 "A 
o his prayers ſhe a Parr 
Tho! himſelf he def 4 
In a manner ſo ſoft, ſo engag] ing and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſivade her his Fallen to meet. 


Ho much he ador'd her, 

How oft he implor'd her, 
Ho oft he implor'd me 

I cannot expreſs; 28 

But he loy'd to exceſs, | 

And ſwore he would die, 


If ſhe would not compi, 7 £6 


In a manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſi weet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his pathon to meet. 


While bluſhes like * 0 er: DUH, , 
Which nature compoſes, FFF 
Ae nature compoſes, 5 


3 


Alͤnd till then be in pain, 


As ſoon might perſwade he 


(250) 


Vermilion'd her face, 
With. an ardure and grace, 
Which her lover improvd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 


In a manner ſo ſoft, fo engaging and ſweet, 
r his paſſion to meet. 


When wak'd from the joy, 
Which their ſouls did imploy, - 
Which their ſouls did imploy ; 
From her ruby warm lips, 
Thouſand odours he fips, © © 
At the fight of her eyes 
He faints and he dies, 
In a manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſſion to meet. 


But how they ſhall part, 
Now becomes all the ſmart, 
Nou becomes all the ſmart, -/ 
Till he yow'd to his fair, 
That to caſe his owncare,., ©. 
73M He would meet her again, 


In a manner fo foft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 27h 
As ſoon might perſwade her his paſhon to meet. 


— — 


— — 0 — — 2 — 


sONG. Il. 


3 G home my long ſtra d eyes to me, 


Which ah! too ſong have dwelt on thoe; 
But if from thee they ve learn'd ſuch ill, 
— EE ſmile, 
| And then A PR 
' Keep the deceivers, keep them ftill. 


Which no unworthy thought cou'd ſtain; 


That I may fee and know thy lies, 
And laugh one day perhaps when thou 


(25190 
Send home my harmleſs heart again, 


But if it has been taught by thine, 
To forfeit both 
Its word and oath, 

Keep it, for then tis none of mine. 


Yet ſend me home my heart and eyes, 
Shalt grieve for one 


Thy love will ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


1 


_— 


SONG IL . 


ilſt T fondly view the charmer, 
Thus the God of love J ſue, 
Gentle Cid, pray difarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 


| Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, 


Rob her neck, her lips and eyes, 
The remainder ftill will leave her 
Power enough to tyranize. 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 
Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſapererrogation, 
Meer 1dolatry of love: 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beautys ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no foe is 
To your altars, or the fair. 


Fooliſh 


uz 


C 252 ) 
Fooliſh mortal, be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid Bun, 1 4 
Do Florella's oak did Late you, 
N. then, fooliſh en dien 2 
* not that III deprive her 
the captivating ſtore; 


Shepherd, no, I'll rather give her 
wenty thouſand beautys more. 


Were Flrella proud and ſour, 

9 » mock 6 5 sin 

uſt ly then you'd pra power 

J ho ou'd Mapa ep 6 Bis 
Bur — Iſpread a blemiſh o'er = 

No relief in that you'll ind 
Still, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her, 

For the begutys of her mind: | 


” n * 
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| EN years, like 7; 38 heart 
Withſtood th' 2 of fond deſire: 
But now, alas! I feel a ſmart, 
Poor I, __ Troy, am ſcron fire. 


With care we mien 1! 

And from all common ſparks defend : 5 65 ti 
But oh! who can a houſe ſecure, _ 5 
When tlie cœleſtial flames deſcend. 


Thus was I ſafe, till from your eyes 
Deſtructive fires are brightly given: 

Ah! who can ſhun the warm ſurpriſe, 

When lo! the light ning comes from heaven. 


Akio A 
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SONG v. 


Hilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling, 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When ſhe ſmiles I fear difſembling, 
When ſhe frowns I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wandring look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure ? 
I will diſcloſe my inclination : 
_ Awful diftance yields no cure. 
Sure it is not in her nature, 
To be cruel to her ſlave; 
She is too divine a creature 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


Happy's he whoſe inclination 
: Warms but with a gentle heat: 
Never motints to raging paſſion, 
| Love's a torment if two great. 
| When the ſtorm is once blown over 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; | 
But a conſtant faithful lover 
Seldom meets with true repoſe. 


** al... 


* 


SONG VI. 


* days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little birds that fly, 0 
With careleſs caſe, from tree to tree, 


Were but as bleſt as I. 


( 254 ) 

Ask gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas d their ftream ; 

Or ask the flying gales, if e er 

J lent a figh to them. | 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught : 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire 

Are fixt upon my thought. 


An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 

The favourite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 

Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Le gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 
e Cloſe retreats of love; 


Witch all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign, 

O teach a young unpractis'd heart, 
To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 5 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for he. 


Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mixt with ſoft diſtreſs; 


. Tet while the fair I love is kind, 


I cannot. wiſh it leſs. 


EO Wn _- 


W 


A LL in the Downs the fleet was moor d, 


FA The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
„ eee Suſan came on board; 
- Dh! where I my true love find? 


* 
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Tell me, ye jovial Gilors, tell me truc, 


If my ſweet William ſails among the crew. 


William, who high upon the yard, 
Rock'd with the bitows to and fro; 
Soon as her well known voice he heard, 
Fe ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below: 
The cord flides ſwiftly thro” his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
_ _ Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt 
(If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her neft: 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſb fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye lift, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points at thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell, the ſailors when away, 
In every port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo 
For thou art preſent whereſoe er Igo: 


Ito fair India's coaſt we fail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 


8 A breath is Africk's ſpicy gale, 


hy skin is ivory ſo white; > WH 878 
Thus every beauteoys object that I vie, 
Makes in my ſoul fome charms of lovely Su . 
Pn 0c "Þ 2 "<> 2 
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Tho! battles call me from thy arm. 
Let not my pretty Seſan morn, FR ER. 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 

William ſhall to his dear return ; 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Sſay's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 


The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay aboard ; ons 
They-kifs'd ; ſhe figh'd ; he hung his head: 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 35 
Adieu, ſhe cries; and ware her lilly hand. 


g YHL _ 


Weet are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damask roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zyphey blows, 


| E . 5 Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
Br Tofſunburnt climes and thirſty plains. 
| True as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the ſun, 


Conſtant as gliding waters roll, | 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon; 


-From every other charmer free, 


My life and love ſhall follow thee, 


| Tyͤhe lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, - 


The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers | 
Of verdent ſpring, her note renews ; 


1 All follow what they moſt admire, _ 


AsI purſue my ſoul 


- 


s deſire. 3. 
25 Nature 
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Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſon riſe; 
As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th* approach of autumn flys': 
No 8 on love the. ſeaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 
a | 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble-towers and walls of braſs 
In his rude march he leveits low: 
But time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Goal can ne'er divide. 4 


Death only with his cruel dart = 
The gentle Godhead can remove, i 
And drive him from the bleeding heart _ 
| To mingle with the bleſt above, 
Where known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a lafting reſt from pain. 


Love and his ſiſter fair the ſoul, 
Twin-born from heaven together came: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his power, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


SONG IX. 


Air Iris and her ſwain 
Mere in a ſhady bower, 
Where Thirfs long in vain 
Had fought the happy hour ; 


2 3 & 


* 
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At length his hand advancing 
Upon her ſhowy breaſt, 
He ſaid, O! kifme longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 
If you would make me bleſt. 


| = Ix 
An eaſy yielding maid oh 
By truſting is undone, + 
Our ſex is oft betray d 
By granting love too ſoon ; 
If you defire to gain me, 
Your ſufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 


Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 


THIRSIS, - 
The little care you ſhow 
Oft all my forrows paſt, 
Makes death appear too ſlow, 
And life too Iong to laſt; 
Oh Iris] kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 
Fair Iris kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 


8 a #., 
"3. "4. 8 +4 
* * 


| | IRIS. 
You fondly court your bliſs, 
And no advances make; 
*Tis not for maids to kiſs, 


Baut tis for men to take: 
wou may kiſs me kihdly, 
And will not rebel], 

4318 2 22 may kiſs me kindly, 
EK Kindly ftill and kindly; 
But never kiſs and tell. 
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7 8 ALTERNATIVE 
And may I kiſs you kindly? | 
Yes you may kiſs me Rindly, 
And kindly ftill and kindly? 
| And kindly ftill and kindly. 
And will you nor rebell. 
And I will not rebell. 
Then, love, I'll kiſs thee kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly; 
But never kiſs and tell. 


7 
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SONG X. 


XE! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a light diſcover, 


As rf the abſent ſun ſapply' | 
And chear the drooping lover. 


Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my ſorrows baniſh : 
Before the ſun of thy bright eyes, 
All gloomy terrors vaniſh. 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure: 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleaſure? - 


The pe wers of hell deſtroy; 
To Ergealbe pride of heaven pp „ 

To you the firſt, if you prove coy; . 4: 
If kind, the laſt is given. 2 | | 


The choice then ſure's not hard to make, 
Betwixt a good and evil: | 
Which title had you-rather take, 5 


3 


* 
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IE! Liza, ſcorn the little arts, 
Which meaner beautys uſe, 
Who think they ne'er ſecure our hearts, 

Unleſs they dit refuſe ; 
Are coy and ſhy ; will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſion higher; 
But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls deſire. 


Come, let's not trifle time away, 

Or ſtop you know not why; 

Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to die ! 


Let all your maiden fears be gone, 


| B wary, my Celia, when Celadon fies, | 
a 


And love no mord be croſt: | 


Ah! Liza, when the joys are known, 


Lou Il curſe the minutes paſt. | 


_ * 1 * 


SON G- XII. 


Theſe wits are the bane of your charms: 
uty, play d againſt reaſon, will certainly loſe, 
Warring naked with robbers in arms. 


Young Damon deſpis d for his plainneſs of parts, 
Has worth that a woman ſhould prize; 


* He Il run the race out, tho' he heavily ft 5 | 


And diſtance the ſhort winded viſe. | 


Tour fool is a faint in the temple of love, 


Tour wit but looks in, and makes h 


- *Tisaſtage he but takes in his way. 


And kncels all his life there to pray; . 
E to remove, 


=. SONG. 


* 
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Tele and Navia every hour, 
Do various hearts ſurpriſe; 
In Stella's ſoul lyes all her power, 
And Hlavia's in her eyes. , 


More boundleſs Flavia's conqueſt are, 
And Stella's more confin'd: | 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 


But few a lovely mind. 


Sella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
O'eer cultivated lands; | 
Like eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 


Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy face, 
Thy beauty's only ſtore : 

Thy charms will every day decreaſe, 

ch day gives Stella more. 


SONG XIV. © 


Fall the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally; 


- Sheisthedarlingof my heart, 


And ſhe live's in our alley: 
There is no lady in the fad 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally; 

She is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he makes cabbage nets, 
And thro' the ſtreets does cry em; 


Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, 


Jo ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 


- 
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But fure ſuch folks cou'd ne er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sah; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When ſhe is by, I leave my work, 
Tlove her ſo ſincerely; | 
My maſter comes like any Turk, - 
And bangs me moſt ſeyerely : 
But let him bang his helly full, 
PI bear it all for Sally; | 
She 1s the darling of my heart, - 
And the lives in our ally. 


Of all the days are in the week, 
I dearly love but one day, 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday; 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carrys me to church, 
And oſten am I blamed,. 
Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 

As ſoon as text is named: 
T leave the church in ſermon time, 
And link away with Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, 


1 And ſhe lives in our alley.» 


5 hen Chri aſs comes about again, 
5 den fl have ef: i 


i hoard it up, and box it all, 


And give it to my honey: 


- 
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And wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, x 
I'd give it all to Salhy; 

She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter and the neighbours all 
ake game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) I'd better be 
A flave, and row a galley ; 
But when my ſeven long years are out, 
- O! then III marry Sally, 
O! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But not in our alley. 


_—_ 


SONG 0%; 4; - 


Ould you have a youn g virgin of hoe years, 
Vou muſt tickle her fancy with ſweets and 
Ever toying and playing, and ſweetly ſweetly (dears, 
Sing a eee and charm her ears; 
Wittily prettily talk her down, : 
Chaſe . as praiſe her if fair or brown; 3 
Sooth . and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her ſmicket, and all's your own, 


Do ye fancy a widow, well known in men, 
With the front of aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each moment and briskly briskly 
Put her in mind, how her time ſteals on; 
Rattle and prattle altho' ſhe frown, 
Rouſe her and touſe her from morn to non, 
And ſhew her ſome hour 
Tou are able to grapple, - 
And get but her writings, and all's your own. 
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Do ye fancy a punk of a humour free, 

That's — by a fumbler of quality, N 

You muſt rail at her keeper, and tell her tell her, 

That pleaſure's beſt charm is variet 
__ _ Swear her much fairer than all the "town, 

Try her and ply her when Gally's gone, 
her and jog her, 

| meet he — treat her, | 
m_- ki with a FS; and all $ your own, 
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SONG XVI. 
H love! ifa God then — 
Do juſtice in favour of me; 
For Vonder approaching I fee, 
A man with a beard, 
Who, as I have heard, 
- Hath often undone _ 
Poor maids that have none, 
* With fighing and toying, 
And crying and lying, 
And ſuch Lind of foolery. 


H E. 


1 Iles ZN by your leave, 

I My heart docs receive 

21 Srange Þ leaſure to meet you e 
1 = "Pray tremble not ſo 


 _ \Norofferto 
ru a0 you no harm I ſwear, 
FH do you no harm I ſwear. 
My her honing: at home, 2 
My father works hard at the loom, = 
3 5 Their 
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Their dinner they want; 
Then pray ye, fir, don't - 
Make more ado on't, 

Nor give us affront ; 

We're none of the town 
. Will ly down for a crown, 
ay, ſir, and give us room. 


By Phœbus and Jove, 
By honour and 
do thee dear ſweet no harm ; 

Veꝰr as freſh as aroſe,.......... 

I want one of thoſe ; | 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm, 
Ah! how ſuch a wife wou'd charm. 


SHE. 


And can you then like the old rule, 
Hhoneſt and dull, . 
and look like a fool; 

For I muſt be plain, [1 

All tricks are in vain; | 

There's nothing can gain 

What you wou'd obtain, 

Like moving and proving 
wedding, true loyi 
learnt at ſchool. 


Be conjugal, 
And marry, 
'bo 


3 
My leſſon { 


F'Il do't by this hand, 
I've houſes and land, | 
Eftate too in good freehold ; 
My dear let us ;oyn, 
It all ſhall be rhine, 
Beſides a good purſe of gold, 
| es a good purſe of olds | 
| A 2 | 
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_ You make me to bluſh now, I vow, 


Ah me! ſhall I baulk my cow? 7 
But fince the late oath you have ſwore, 
Your ſoul ſhall not be 
In danger for me 
FI rather agree 
Of two to make three: 
We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
There's no more to be ſaid, 
And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 


_ ” fY 3 * - 
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SONG XVII. 


A Aiden freſh as a roſe, "3p" 
| Young, buxom, and full of jollity, 
Take no ſpouſe. among beaux, 


Fond of their raking quality ; 


7 


He who wears a lang bum 
All powder'd down from his pericrane, 

And with noſe full of muſh, N 
Snuffles out love in a merry vein: 


* d * 
- 4 
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Who, to dames of bigli place, 


Does prattle like any parrot too; 


Yet with doxies a brace 


| At night pigs in a garret too . | 


Patrimony out- run, 
To make a fine ſhow to carry thee: 
Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 


If ſuch a creature marry thee. 


Then for fear of a bitte. | 


" Of flattering noiſe and vanity, 


Yoak a lad of our tribe, 


He'll ſhew the beſt humanity : 


*. 


: (20) 
Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 


In civil as well as ſecular; -_ 
| Bur when ſpirit doth move, 
We have a gift particular. 


Tho” our graveneſs is pride, 
That boobys the more may venerate, 
He that gets a good bride, A 
Can jump when he's to generate: 
Off then goes the diſguiſe, 
To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 
Then, to be happy and wile, 
Take yea and nay ro marry thee. 


— r* — - 
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SONG XVII. 


AST Sunday at ſaint Fames's pray'rs, 


The prince and princeſs by, 
I, dreſs d in all my whale-bone airs, - 
Sat in a nig. 


I bow'd my knees, J held my book, 
Read all the anſwers o'er; © 
But was perverted by a look, 


| High thoughts of heaven J came to uſe, 


ith the devouteſt care; 


And all the raptures there. 


Which gay young Strepbhos made me loſe, | 


He wait to hand me to my chair, 


And bow'd with courtly grace; 


But whiſper'd love into mine ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 


A 2 2 
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Love, love, ſaid he, by all ador'd, 
My tender heart has won: 

But I grew peeviſh at the word, 

Deſir'd he might be gone. 


He went quite out of fight, while I 
A kinder anſwer meant ; 

Nor did I for my fins that day, 
By half ſo much repent. 


" * FRY 4 —_—— 
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SONG XIX. 


* JF Ove, thou art the beſt of humane joys, 
| Our chiefeſt happineſs below; 

All other pleaſures are but toys, 

Muſick without thee is but noiſe, 


Beauty but an empty ſhow. 


Heaven that knew beſt what men cou'd move, 
And raiſe his thoughts above the brute, 
Said, let him be, and let him love, 
That only muſt his foul improve, 
 Howe'er philoſophers diſpute. 


: 
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Eſpairing beſide a clear ſtream, i 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, : 

A willow ſapported his head: tn © 
The wind that blew over the plam, © 
To his ſighs with a figh did repll ß; 

And the brook in return to his pan, 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


S 
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Alas! filly ſwain that I was; 
(Thus fadly complaining he cry'd) 
When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
IT uere better by far I had dy'd: 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her dear tongue, 


When ſhe ſmil'd, it was pleaſure too great; 


: I liſten'd, and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever fo ſweet ? 


Hou fooliſh was I to believe, 

he could doat on ſo lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 
To forſake the fine folk of the town? 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, _ 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 

Or go clad like our maidens in gray, 
live in a Cottage on love! 


Mhat tho! I have skill to complain, 
Tho the muſes my temples have crown'd, 

What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrains, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 

Ah Colin] thy hopes are in vain, 
hy pipe and thy lawrel reſign, - 

Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 

Whoſe muſick is ſweeter than thine. 


All you my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, © © 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid. 
Thoꝰ thro* the wide world I ſhould range, 
Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
*T'was hers to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 
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Tf-while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found, 
Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground: 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down'on my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love let her go, 
| And deck her in golden array ; 
Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, | 
And frolick it all the long day: 
While Colin forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be talk'd of or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


a E 
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SONG. XXI. 

> Was when the ſeas wereroaring, 

With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay 2 
Allon a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o'er the roaring billows, 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; _ . 
Her head was crow n'd with willo ws, - 
That trembled o'er the brook. © 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 
Why didſt thou ventrous lover, 
5 Why didft thou truſt the ſeas? 
. Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt: 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt? 
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 Fhe merchant robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure, 
To loſing of my dear | 
Shou'd you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
Butnone that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain? 

No eye theſe rocks diſcover, 

That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wandring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholly lying, 
urn kene CES for = oy by 
epay'd each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a Rte 7 . ; 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
is floating corps ſhe ſpy d; 
Then like a lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and dy'd. 


1 


SONG XXII. 


: Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
Butnow, alas! 25 undone, a 
And here am left to make my moan: 
To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ſcen, 
In lonely walks of willow green, 


And droop their heads as I do mine. 
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Upon my dear's deluding tongue 
Such foe 5 lang — — , 
That when his words had ſilence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an angel ſpoke. 
Too happy nymph, whoe er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 

For oh! I fear it to my coſt, 
She's found the heart hs 1 have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt flower on earth, 
A ſnake may hide, or take its birth; 
So his falſe breaft, conceal it did 
His heart, the ſhake that there lay hid. 
"Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 
Since men delight thus to enſare; 
In man no woman can be bleſt, 
Their vows are wind, their love a jeſt. 


Ye Gods, in pity to my grief, 
Send me my 3 5 
Return the wild delicious boy, 
Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy: 
But whilſt I'm begging. of this bis, | 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus, 
ben Damon has enjoy d, he flies, > 
Who ſee him, loves; ho loves bim, dies. 


Ahbere'ẽs not a bird that haunts the grove, 
But is a witneſs of my love: 

Now all the bleeters on the plain 

Seem ſympathizers in my pain: 

Eccho's repeat my plainuve moans ; 
The waters imitate my groans ; EY 
The trees their bending. boughs recline, 
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N a bank beſide a willow, | 
Heaven her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Amynta figh'd alone : 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
| Singing, thus ſhe made her moan, 
| ope is baniſh'd, | 
Joys are vaniſh'd, 
Damon my belov'd is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youthand ſuch a lover: 
Oh, ſo true ſo kind was he! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature; 
Damon liv'd alone for me : 
Melting kifles, _ 
; | Murm'ring bliſſes, e 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? © 


Never ſhall we curſe the morning, | 
Never bleſs rhe night returning, e, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore; FELT, | 
Never ſhall we both ly dying, „ 

Nature failing, love ſupplynng 
All the joys he drain'd derte : 
= To befriend me, & 
Death, come, end me, 
Love and Damon are no more. 


(7 
SONG XXIV. 


Aerts ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 

(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's Bow ;) 

He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 

And wand'ring through the lonely rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. | 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame ; 
e fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
He figh'd; but could not ſpeak. 


* 


_  Clorinda came among the reſt, 

And ſhe too, kind concern expreſt, 

And as'd the reaſon of his woe; 

She ask ' d; but with an air and mein, 

As made it eaſily forſee nx, 
She fear d to much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he laid, 
While 1 the cruel truth reveal; 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your car, 
But that you bid me tell. 


*Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain; 
Lou are the cauſe of all my care: 
. Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart; 
3 ohed W yext my heart; 
we. nd Eh) 


— Too 
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Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd : 

And yet I 3 you, ſhe cry'd: 

But you ſhall promiſe, ne er again | 

To breath your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


SY 8 n 


SONG XXV. 


| HY ſo pale and wan, fond lover? 
| WW Prithee, why ſo pale? i 
Will, 


when looking well can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee, why ſo pale? 


Why ſo dull and mute, young finner ? 
Prithee, why ſo mute? 
Will, when ſpeaking well can't win her, 
Saying nothing do't ? _ be 
Prithee, why ſo mute: 


Quit, quit for ſhame; this will not move, 5 1 
This cannot take her; 75 82 - 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, | 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her. '_ 3 


* 1 
Ir „ 4 : bo 
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1 

Y friend and I, Th - 

We drank whole piſs-pots, 8 TM 

Full of ſack up to the brim: . _ | 8 8 

I drank to my friend, 7 © 15 


And he drank his pott 5 
So we put about the whim : - Three 
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Three botrles and a n 
„ + 22 27 throat, 
(But uc as theſe; : 
We laid — 3 fi 5 
W our mouths unto the bung, 
And tip'd whole nn off with caſe, 


I heard of a fop 1 3 
That drank 88 tankards, 
Stil d himſelf the prince of ſots: 
But I fay now, hang 
Such filly drunkards, 
Melt their flagons, break their bote 
My friend and I did join, . 5 
For a cellar full of wine, th a. 5 
And we drank the vintner out of door; pw 
Me dranł it all up 5 
In a morning, at a ſup 
And gree ily row about for more. 5 

%%% PH aarmoy V1 ; 
bp make this N 3 

Let us to the 3 ey 

Then we imbark'd 

V pon the ocean, 

Wöbere we found a nl mig, 

4 Deep laden with wine, 

Which was ſuperfine, , ads 

The failors ſwore five hundred tun; * 
We drank it all at ſea, 

-  Efer we came unto the key, : | 
| And the merchant ſwore he was quite undone. 


Blend. not having 
ench'd his thirſt, 
Said, let's to the ERR haſte: * 
| Straight then we ſail'd SEE 
To the Canaries, ES 


„Which afforded ks a taſte; 4 BOK From | 
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From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the wine, 
Till Bacchus cry'd, hold ye ſots, or you die, 
And ſwore he-never found, 
In his univerſal round, 
Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and 2 


Out fie! crys one, f 
What a beaſt he makes him, 
He can neither ſtand nor go: 
Out you beaſt, you, 
ou're much niftaken,. --. 1 
When &er knew you a beaſt drink ſo? 
Tis when we drink the leaſt, h 
That we drink moſt like a beaſt; 
But when we carouſe it ſix in hand ; 
"Tis then, and only then, | 
That: we drink the moſt like men, 
"When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


1 r 


— * 
— 


son nn 


ET ſoldiers fight for or praiſe, | 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh: | 
*Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls; 
| TRY fill us the chearing bowls. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 
And in a Joyer's lock delight, 


And artificial colours wear; 


Pure wine is native red and white: 
Nis wine, &c. 
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Excel em for our royal queen Anne. 


1 
The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 


And kindneſs flows from cups brim- full: 
*Tis wine, &c. 8 4 


Some men want youth, and others health 0 


Some want a wife, and ſome a punk, 
Some men want wit, and others wealth; 
But they want nothing that are drunk : 
*Tis wine, pure wine revives ſad ſouls ; 
Therefore give us the chearing bowls. 


* 


— 


SONG XXVIII. 


Arewell, my bonny bonny witty, prett Ma: 67 
* And a' the roſie [aſſes milking on the n 7 a 
Adieu the flowry meadows, aft fac dear to Focky, 
The ſports and merry glee of Edinborotv town: 


Since French and Spam, louns ſtand at bay, 
And valiant lads of Britain hold em play, 


My reap-hook I maun caſt quite awa 

And fight too like a man, 5 & 
Among em, for our royal queen Anne. 

Each carle of Iriſb mettle battles like a dragon : 
The Germans waddle, and ſtradd le to the drum; 


The Halian and the butter bowzy Hogan Mogan: 


SGood- faith then, Scottiſb Focky mauna ly at hame: 


Le Boos they are ganging to hunt renown, 


And ſwear they'll quic 1 ding auld Aonſicur down, | 
I'Il follow for a pluck at his crown, 4 
To ſhew that Scotland can 


% 


Then 
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Then welcome from Viga, 

And cudgelling Don Diego, 
With ftrutting raſcallions, 
And plundering the | Ag 
Each brisk valiant fellow | 
Fought at Rondondelloau, 

And thoſe who did meet 

With the Newfound-land fleet; 
When, for late ſucceſſes, 
Which Europe confeſſes, 

At land by our gallant commanders; 
The Dutch in ſtrong beer, 
Shou'd be drunk for a year, 

With their general's health in Flanders. 


— — * „— 


SONG XXIX. 
HE ordnance a- board, 
; Such joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e'er more can deſire : 
Each member repairs, 
From the tower to the ſtairs, | 


And by water huſh, and by water æubiſb, 
By water they all go to fire. 


Of each piece that's a-ſhore, . 

They ſearch from the bore; 
And to proving, to proving, to proving, 

To _—_ they go in fair weather : 
heir glaſſes are large, 

And whene'er they diſcharge, 
There's a bos huzza, a boo huzza, a boo huzza, 
Guns and bumpers go off together. 
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Old Vulcan for Mars, 
Fitted tools for his wars, 


Enable him to conquer the faſter : 
But Mars, had he been | 
Upon our M oolevich green, 


| To enable him, enable him, enable him, 


To have heard boo huzza, boo huzza, boo huzza, 


ates 


- He'd have own'd great Marlborough his maſter. 


ſp. off your fooliſh prating, 
f Talk no more of big and Tory, 
But drink your glaſs, 
Round ler it pals, _ 
The bottle ſtands bare ye, 
Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with mirth be crown'd, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 


Love and friendſhip ſtill go round. 


If claret be a bleſſing, | 

This night devote to pleaſure ; 
Let worldly cares, | 
And ftate affairs 

Be thought on at more leiſure : 

Fill it up to the top, | 

Let the night with joy be crown'd, 

„Drink about, ſee it out, 

Love and friendſhip ſtill go round, 


If any is ſo zealous, 

To be a party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 


And be of one opinion: 


SONG: XXX. 


Fill 


1 


Fill your glaſs, name your laſs, 
Sec her health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it out, 
Let the night with joy be crown'd. 


— 


SONG XXXI. 


ws 
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E'Il drink, and we'll never have done, boys, 
Pur the glaſs then around with the ſun, boys. 
Let Apolh's example invite us, 
For he's drunk every night, 
That makes him fo bel of 
That he's able next morning to light us. 


= nne * 
One L n 3 
——— * 2 - — 


Drinking's a chriſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to Turk and the Perſian: 
Loet Mabemitan fools 
Live by heatheniſh rules, 
And dream o'er their tea- pots and coffee; 
While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink healths to rheir king, 


And a fig for their ſultan and ſopby. 


—_ 


SONG. XXXII. 


T THile the lover is thinking, | 
With my friend I'll be drinking, 
And with vigour purſue my delight, 
While the fool is deſigning 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole night. 


| Bb 3 
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With the God I'll be jolly, 
MWithout madneis and folly, 
Fickle woman to marry implore; 
Leave my bottle and friend, 
For fo fooliſh an end! 
When I do, may Fnever drink more. 


2 


ls. FY i * 2 | 
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| SONG XXXIII. 
(Ea, let not pride undo you, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone: 
See how fair the blooming roſe is, 
See by all how juſtly priz'd ; 
But when it its beauty loſes, 
See the wither'd hide deſpis'd. 


When theſe charms that youth have lent you, 
Like the roſes are decay d, 
Celia you'll too late repent you, 8 
And be forc'd to die a maid ! 
Die a maid! die a maid! die a maid ! 
Celia you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid! 


Fe . Toy 
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. SONG XxxIV. 


LL range around the ſhady bowers, 

I And gather all the ſweeteſt flowers; 
l ſtrip the garden and the grove, 

- To make a garland-for my love. 
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When in the 


ſultry heat of day, 

My thirſty nymph does panting lay, 

I'll haſten to the fountains brink; 

And drain the ſtream that ſhe may drink. 


At night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 
A graſſy bed I'll make my love, 

And with green boughs I'll form a ſhade, 
That nothing may her reſt invade. 


And whilſt diſſolv'd in ſleep ſhe lyes, 
_ Myſelf ſhall never cloſe theſe eyes; 
But gazing ſtill with fond delight, 
Il watch my charmer all the night. 


And then, as ſoon as chearful day 
Diſpells the gloomy ſhades away, 
Forth to the foreſt Fi repair, | 

And find proviſion for my fair. 


Thus will I ſpend the day and night, 
Still mixing pleaſure with delight; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 
So I can eaſe for her procure. 


% 


But if the maid whom thus I love, 
Shou'd e'er unkind and faithleſs prove, 

Il ſeek ſome diſmal diſtant ſhore, 
And never think of woman more. 


— — — 4 
Sr SONG XXXV. 
"HO! cruel you ſeem to my „„ 


And hate me becauſe I am true; 


Yet, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 


Who has other nymphs in his view. ph: 
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Enjoyment's a trifle to him, 
Seine what a heaven it would be; 
To him but a woman you ſeem, 
But ah! you're an angel to me: 


Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear waiſt, 
Which he ſpanns as beſide him you go; 
That arm, like a lilly ſo white, ES... 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My boſom could warm it all night, 
y lips they would preſs it all day. 


Were Ilike a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjects to be, - 
I'd leave them, and fly to the plain, 
To dwell na ae with thee: 
But if I muft feel thy diſdain, | 
If tears cannot cruelty drown, 

O!] let me not live in this pain, 
But give my death in a frown. 


- _ — ao — 


SONG XXXVI. 


TT Rom roſy bowers, where ſleeps the god of love, 
F Hither, ye little waiting Capids, 3 
Teach me, in ſoft melodious ſong, to move 
With tender paſhon my heart's darling joy: 
Ah ! let the ſoul of mufick tune my voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my ſoul enjoys. 
Or if more influencing - ; | 
Is, to be brisk and airy, 
With a ftep and a bound, 
And a frisk from the ground, 5 
. Fl trip like any fairy: | 55 
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As once on Ida dancing, 
Were three celeſtial bodies, 
With an air and a face, 
Anda ſhape anda grace, 
Let me charm like beauty's goddeſs. 


Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain; 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſhow and rain, 
Falls on my breaſt ; black winds in tempeſts blow: 
My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow : 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loft repoſe, 


And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 


Or ſay, ye powers, m ace to crown 
Shall 1 t 5 ſelf, 4 Nes ? 
Amongſt the foaming billows, 
Increaſing all with tears I ſhed; 
On beds of Ooze and chriſtal pillows 
Lay down my love ſick head? 


No, no, I'll ftraight run mad, 
That ſoon my heart will warm; 

When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 

Wild thro' the woods I'll fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore; 

A thouſand thouſand deaths I'll die, 
E'er thus in vain ! e'er thus in vain adore. 


as 5 | —— — 


SONG XXXVII. 


H! lead me to ſome peaceful gloom, 

Where none but ſighing lovers come, 
Mhere the ſhrill trumpets never ſound, | 
But one eternal huſh goes round. 
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There 
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There let me ſooth my pleaſing pain, 
And never think of war again; 


What glory can a lover have 
To conquer, yet be ſtill a ſlave? 


5 
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SONG XXXVIN. 


H! lead to ſome nh Hal room, 
O Where none but haneft fellows come, 
Where wivesdand clappersnever ſound, 
But an eternaBlaugh goes round. 


There let me in wine my pain, 
And never think of oe again: 

What comfort can a husband have, 

To rule the houſe: where he's a ſlave. 


3 
3 
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SONG XXXIX. 


* « . Tous Selinda goes to prayers, 

XS If I but ask the "ets . ' 
And yet the tender fool's in tears, 5 
hen ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


Would I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; | 
- Would ſhe cou'd make of me a faint, | } 
Or l of her a ſinner. EE 


— 
— — ' > we r—m_ We 
OP fox; ot) x 


% 
. 5 # * - 
> zo 2 - N 4 
| be as 1 4 „ FA * AS - 
: „3 A N. 
* * 8 4 A*\\ a 
* 3 7 
* 8 « = ? = 
[1 e a 
3 i » . ! : N 
* EN 
7 


(287 
SONG XI. 


EE, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And now the ſag HIER to riſe; 
nt 


Leſs glorious is the mo? 


n that breaks 
From his bright beams, Taz 


her fair eyes. 


a rc * 


With light united, day they give; 
But different fates e er night fulfi] : 
How many by this warmth will live! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 


Ty SONG KXLI. 
XJ; -Oung Corydon and Phillis | 8 
* Sat in a lovely grove, | 8 


Contriving crowns of lillies, 
Repeating tales of love, 
And fomething elſez but what, I dare not name. 
But as they were a playing, 
Sheo 20 ſo the . wh ; 
It fav'd -_ plainly faying, 
Let's kiſs to eaſe our pain, &c. - 


A thouſand rimes he kiſs'd her, 
Upon the flowe + 
But as he further 5 or, 

A pretty leg was ſeen, Ec. 


So many beauties viewing, 4 3 
His ardour ſtill increas'd ; 1 „ 
And, greater joys purſuing, e —"* 

He wander'd ofer her breaft, Sc. 
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A laſt effort ſhe tryin 
His paſhon to with and, 


3 (but *rwas faintly crying) 
ray take away your hand, &. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, s 

The minutes wou'd improve; 

This is the time, he told her, 
To ſhew how much 1 love, Sc. 


N mph ſeem d almoſt dying, 
iſſolv'd in am'rous heat; 


Ste kife'd, and told him ſighing, 
My dear, your. love: is great, Oc. 


But Phillis did cara | 
Much ſooner than the ſwain ; 


She bluſhing, ask'd her lover, 


Shall we not kiſs again, c. 


5 Thus love his revels keeping, 

Till nature at a ſtand, 

From talk they fell to ſleeping, 
Holding each others hand, 3 


— — 4 1 
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| ox XLII. 


EE, ſec, wy Seraphina comes, 
Adorn'd with every grace; 


> Look, Gods, from. your celeſtial dome, 


And view her charming face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee if y you can "TY 
In all your ſacred groves, | 
if 20 or goddeſs ſo divine, 


As ſhe whom Strephon loves 
* 3 SOXG 
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| SONG XLII. 
8 HE. 


JR „ Jobn, | il, 
Pig Jon, 2 7 ug prevail, 


Wounds and blows, and ſcorching heat, 


Will abroad be all you'll get. 


HE, 


Sounds! you are mad, ye ſimple jade, 


Begone, and don't * 


8 HE. 


How think ye I ſhall do, 


With Hob and Sue, 
And -all our brats when wanting you? ? 


t | | N K 


When L am rich with plunder, 
Thou my gain ſhall ſhare. | 


SHE. 


My ſhare will * but ſmall, I = 
When bold dragoons have been pickering hal: 
And the oy Hints the Germans ſtrip em 8 


Mind your ad 5 
Mend your linnen, 1 „ 

' Look to your cheeſe you, . 
Your pigs and your geeks b too 1 = 


C c : "a 
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SHE 
No, no, I'll ramble out with you. 


5 H E. 


Blood and fire, if you tire 
Thus my patience, 
ado VSIA and narrations, 
umping, thumping, thumping 
Is the fatal . Joan. F 


_ 


| SHE. 
Do, do, I'm * at thumping too. 
We 4 
Morbleau: ! that huff ſhall never do. 
SHE. 


Come, come, Joby, let's buſs and be "EY 
Phus ſtill, thus love's quarrel ends; 
11 my tongue ſometimes et run, 

But alas! I ſoon have done. 


H E. 


"Tis well you're quaſh'd, 
You'd elſe been thraſh'd, 
Bure as my name is * 


S HE. 


Vet fain I'd know for — 
You're all ſo hot, 
To go to fight where nothing's got. 


H E. 


Fortune will prove kind, 
| 1 we ſhall then grow = 
xy 42's | SHE. 
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SHE. 
Grow great! 
And want both drink and meat 
And coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat: 
Ah John! take care John / | 
| And learn more wit. 
H E, 
Dare you prate ſtill, 
At this rate ſtill, 
And like a vermin, 
Grudge my preferment. | 
EE 9 
You'll beg, or get a wooden leg. 
9755 H E. 8 
Nay, if bawling, catterwaw ling, 
Tittle tattle, prittle prattle, | 
Ty Still muſt rattle; 
III be gone, and ſtraight aboard. 
5 HE» 
Do, do, and fo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Fug too, and all the ragged crew. 


= 


2 
2 


SONG XLIV. 
Ince times are fo bad, I muſt tell thee, ſweet heart, 
I'm thinking to leave off 75 plough and my cart, 
And to the fair city a journey I'll go, 
To better my fortune as other folks do: 
Since ſome have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 
Been rats'd to be rulers, 


And wallow'd in riches, 
CE 2 
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Pray thee, come, come, come, come from thy wheel; 


: 


For if the gipſięs don't lie, 
I ſhall be a governor too er I die. 


e hr LO WM 25: 
Ah Colin] by all thy late doings J find, 
With ſorrow and trouble, the pride of thy mind; 
Our ſheep now at random diforderly run, 
And now ſurday's jacket goes every day on; 
Ah! what do'ft thou, what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt 
thou mean! ET 


| HE. 

To make my ſhoes clean, | 
And foot ir to court to the king and the queen, 
Where, ſhewing my parts, I perferment ſhall win. 
Fie! tis better for us to 1 9 I and to ſpin; 

For, as to the court, when thou happen'ſt to af 
"Thou'll find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt buy; 
For money, the devil and all's to be found, 4 
But no good parts minded without the good pound. 

. 

Why, then 1'Il take arms, and follow alarms, 

Hunt honour, that now a-days plaguely charms. 
9 8 ee PE © 

And fo loſe a limb by a ſhot or a blow, 

And, curſe thy ſelf after for leaving the plough. 
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n HAR 1 ah, H E. 
Suppoſe I turn gameſter. 
8H E. 


To cheat and be bang d. 
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What think'ſt of the road then. 
„ 

The high way to be hang'd. 

Nice pimping howe er yields profit for life; 

I'll help ſome fine lord to another's fine wife. 


S H E. 
That's dangerous too amongſt the town crew; 


For ſome of them will do the ſame thing by you; 
And then to cuckold ye may be drawn in; 
Faith Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
Will nothing prefer me, what think'ft of the la. 
„ | 
Oh! while you live Clin, keep out of that paw. 
Fl cant and III pray: 
t SHE. 
Ah! there's nonght got that way; 


There's no one minds now what theſe black cattle ſay : cf 
Let all our whole care be our farming affair. 
=” : 

To make our corn grow, and our apple trees bear: 

| BOTH. 
Ambttion's a trade no contentment can ſhow: 
So I'll to my diſtaff. LL 5 
c s | A 
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H E. 
And I'll to my plow. 
BOTH AGAIN. 
Let all our whole care, &. 


SONG XLv. 
"7 


Here oxen do low, 
And apple trees grow ; 
Where corn is ſown, 
And graſs 1s mown ; 
Fate give me for life a place. 

| S H E. 
Where hay's well cock'd, 
And udders are ſtroak'd; 
Where duck and drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quack; 
W here turkeys lay eggs, | 


= And ſwine ſuckle pigs; 
Oh! there I would paſs my days. 
On nongght we will feed, 
But what we can breed: 
And wear on our backs 
The wool of our flocks; 
And tho' linnen feel 


Rough, ſpun from the wheel, 
Tis cleanly tho' coarſe it comes. 
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Town follys and cullys, 
And mollys and dollys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 


S H E. 
And beaux, that in boxes 
Lye ſmugg'ling their doxies, 


With wigs that hang down to their bums. 


H E 


Good b'uye to the mall 
The park and canal, 


St. Fames's ſquare, 


And flaunters there, 
The gaming houſe too, 
Where high dice and low 


Are manag'd by all degrees, 


Adieu to the knight | 
Was bubled laft night, 


Sends 


SHE. 


That keeps a blowze, 
And beats his ſpouſe, 
And then in great haſte, 
To pay what he'as loft, . 
home to cut down his trees. A 


HE _ 


And well fare the lad 


To chouſe him of half his days. 


Improves ev'ry clod, 
Who ne'er ſets his hand 
To bill or to bond: 

| SHE 
Nor barters his flocks, 


For wine or the pox, 


H E. 
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H E. 


But fiſhing and fowling, 
And hunting and bowling, 
His paſtime 1s ever and ever. 


| _SHE. 
Whoſe lips, when ye buſs em, 
| Smell like the bean bloſſom ; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my praiſe. 


| H E. 
To taverns, where goes 
Sow'r apples and ſloes, 
A long adieu! 
And farewell too 
The houſe of the great, 
| Whoſe cook has no meat, 
And butler can't quench my thirſt. 
8 H E. 
Farewell to the change, 
Where rantipoles range; 
Farewell cold tea, 
And rattafie, ck 
Hide-park, where pride 
In coaches ride, 


Altho* they be choak'd with duſt. 


HE. 


Farewell the law gown, 
The ow of the town, 
And foes of the crown, _ 

That ſhou'd be run down: 
| „ a8. 
With city jack-daws, 

| That make ſtaple laws, 

To meaſure by yards and ells 


HE. 
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H E. 
 Stock-jobbers and ſwobbers, 
And packers and tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever: 


We know what you're doing; 
And home we are going . 


ls. 


* 


And ſo you may ring your 


* 1 m_ At. a lth a dd 


S O NG *XLVI. * 
H E. 


F all comforts I miſcarried, 
When I play'd the fot and married, 
Tis a trap there's none need doubt on't 
Thoſe that are in, wou'd fain get out on't. - 


' SHE. 
Fie ! my dear, pray come to bed, 
That napkin take, and bind your head, 


Too much drink your brains have dos d, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd, 


HE 
Oons! *tis all one if I'm up or ly down, 
For as ſoon as the cock crows I'll be gone. 


8 H E. 


Tis to grieve me, thus Kr leave me, 
Was I, was I made a wife to ly alone? 


55 H E. 
From your arms my ſelf divorcing, 
I this morn muſt ride a courſing, 
A ſport that far excells a madam, . 


Or all the wives have been ſince Adam. 


SY 


([ 298 ) 2 


5 SHE. 
I, when thus I've loft my due, 
Muſt hug my pillow wanting you; 
And whilſt you tope it all the day, 
Regale in cups of harmleſs tea. 


. 


"4 


Pox, what care I! drink your flops till ou die; 
Vonder's brandy will keep me a month from home. 


n | 
If thus parted, I'm broken hearted ; 
When I, when J fend for you, my dear, pray come, 


1 
Eer I be from rambling hindred, 
III renounce my ſpouſe and kindred; 
To be ſober I've no leiſure, 2 
What's a man without his pleaſure ? 


To my grief then T muſt ſee, 
Strong wine and Nantz my rivals be ; 
Whilſt you carouſe it with your blades, 
Poor I fit ſtitching with my maids. 

H E. 


Sounds ou may go to your goſſips, you know 

And ere; if you —— Aich by friend, pray do. s 
So, ye joker, go, provoker 
— . all I meet a man like you. 
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SONG XLVIL 


Re rrot, ſay, when I was awa 
Ani In dull abus r 
What at home was doing ? 
With chat and play 
We were gay, 
Night and day, 
Good chear and mirth renewing ; 
Singing laughing all, like pretty pretty poll. 


Was no fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 
And like a ſaucy lover wou'd + 
Court and teaze my lady? 
A thing you know, | 
Made for ſboav, 
| Calf d a beau, 5 
Near her vas alavays ready, 
Ever at her call, like pretty pretty poll. 


Tell me with what air, he approach'd the fair, 
And how ſhe could with patience bear, 
All he did and utter'd ? 12 nh 
He ſtill addveſs'd, 
Still careſs'd, 
255 Kiſs'd, and preſs'd, 
Sung, pratti d, laugh'd and flutter'd:  - 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty pretty poll. 


Did he goaway, at the cloſe of day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay, | 

In a corner dodging ? 

The want of light, 
]] ben iwas night, 
7 i'd my ſigbt; £ 
| Bud bless l ladeing 

Was within ber call, like pretty pretty poll. 


SONG 
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SONG XLVIII 
b 


| Ere are people and ſports 
H OF ail Rs te; 
Coach'd damſel and ſquive, 
And mob in the mire, 
Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, ladies, ſows babies, 
And ſoobies in ſcores; 2 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving, 
With 1 of furbelow'd whores; * 
; o the tavern ſome go, 
And ſome 4 a ſhow, 
See popets for mopets, 
.” Jack puddens for caddens, 
ope dancing, mares pr . 
Boats — Ones tying, © 983 31. 
Pick pockets, pick plackets, 2 
Beaſts, Butchers and Beaux; e 
Fops prattling, dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhaming, Patts daming, 
| Whores painted, Masks tainted 
In taly-mans furbelow'd cloaths. 
The ao de wou'd ye know, 
To yon muſick-houſe go, 
See taylors and ſailors, 
Whores oily and doily, 
Hear muſick makes you fick ; 
Some Skipping, ſome tripping, 
© Some ſmoaking, ſome joaking, 
Like ſpiggit and tap; "Bf 


AS STS 


(301) 


Short meaſure, Icli . 


Thus billing and ſwi 
Some yearly get fairly 


For fairings, pig * and a wehe. 


a 8 


Paſt, preſent, and to come; 


The cramp, the ſtich, the ſquirt, the itch, 
The gout, the ſtone, the pox, 
ligrubs, the wanton * 


The m 
And all Pandora's box: 
Thouſands I've diſſected, 
Thouſands new erected, 
And ſuch cures rm 
As none e'cr can tell; 
Let the palſie ſhake ye, 
Let the cholick rack ye, 


Let the crinkums break ye, 


Loet the murain take ye, 


Take this, take this and you are well: 


' Thouſands, &c. 


Come wits ſo keen, devour'd with ſpleen, 
our backs, 
Great-belly'd maids, old founder'd jades, 


And beaux who've ſprain'd 


And pepper'd vizard cracks: 


I ſoon remove the pains of love, 


And cure the amorous maid, 


The hot, the cold, the young, the pls... 


The living and the dead ; 


I clear the laſs with wainſcot-face, 


ww rom: ginets free 
pim- gin Da 


The Second as 


EE, firs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home ! 


Here take my bills, they cure all ills, - 


Plump 
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OE * Plump ladies red like Saracen's head 
With toping ratafee. 
This, with a prk, will do your work, 
And ſcour ye o'er and G er; 
Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 
Never believe me more. 


SON G XLIX. 


H! the charming month of 
O When the 3 as, 


Fan the trees, is 
Full of bloſſoms freſh and gay: 
Ob the charming month of May, 
Charming charming month of May. 


Oh! what joy our proſpects . 
When in new hvery 
We ſee every 
Buſh and meadow, tree and feld: 
Oh! æubat joy, &c. Chaming joys, &C. 


A | Oh! how freſh the morning air, 


When the Zyphers 

| And the heifers | 
Their odorif'rous breath compare: 

Ob] how freſh, &c. Charming freſb, &c. 


Oh! how Fveet at night to dream, 
= moſly pillows, 
the trillows _ 
Of: a = purling ſtream, 
b bow ſweet, &c. NM 55 &c. 


| Oh 
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Oh! how Find the countr  Iaſs, 
Who, her cow bilking, 

Leaves her milking _ 

For a green-gown on the graſs: - 

Oh ! how kind, &c. Charming kind, &c. 


Oh! how ſweet it 1s to ſpy, 
At the concluſion, 
Her deep confuſion, 
Bluſhing cheeks and down-caſt eye: 
Ob] how ſaveet, &c. Charming ſweet, &c. 


Oh! the charming curds and cream, 
| When all is over, | 
She gives her loyer, 
Who on the skiming diſh carves her name: 
Ob ! the charming curds and cream, | 
Charming charming, &c. 


; 
* 
— — 
* 0 
8 
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SONG L 


id God of pleaſing anguiſn, 
C. Heach th* 2 — to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce deſires to know. 
Heroes would be loſt in ſtory, 
Did not love inſpire their glory, 
Love does all that's great below. 


$ 


. —— 


* 5 * 


8 0O0NG LI. 


Cloe, why do ye light me, 
M Since all you ask you have? 
o more with frowns affright me, 
„ 
2 
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Good nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful lover, 
I'll be no more a rover, | 
But conſtant to my grave. 1 


Could we but change conditions, 
My grief would all be flown; 

Were I the kind phyſician, 

And you the patient grown: 

All own you're wond'rous pretty, 

Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, | 

Enforc'd with generous pity, 

Then make my caſe your own. 


The filver ſwan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious lays, 
Like him, when life is flying, 
In ſongs I'll end my days: 
But know, thou cruel creature, 
My ſoul ſhall mount the fleeter, 
And I ſhall ſing the ſweeter, 
By warbling forth thy praiſe. 


* 
1 * 5 
— — > 


SONG LI. 


N this grove my Sirephon walkt, 
. che lov'd „and there he talkt; 
| be lov'd, &c. | | £7 
In this place his Joſs I prove, 
A fadremembrance of our love. 

Oh! ſad remembrance of our love. 
In this grove my Strephon ſtray d, 
Here be Goil'd 47 — or hs F $6 


yr! 
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Every whiſpering breeze can tell, 
_ - Howl, poor I believing, fell; 
Ah! by too ſoon believing, fell, 


By this ſtream my Strephon mov'd, 
Here he ſung, and there he loy'd ; 
Here he ſung, &C. 

Every ſtream and every tree 
_ Cries out, perfidious cruel he, 
And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe. 
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On this bank my Strephon lean;d, 

A lovely foe, but faithleſs friend; 

A lovely foe, &c. | N 
Ye verdant banks, each ſtream and grove, 
Once joyous Scenes, now diſmal prove, 
Since Strephon's falſe to me and love. 
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SONG LI. 


Ranſported with pleaſure, 
I gaze on my treaſure, 
And raviſh my fight; 
While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 
My anguiſh beguiling, 
Augments my delight. 


How bleſt as a lover, 
Whoſe torments are over, 
His fears and his pain; 
When beauty relenting, 
Repays with conſenting, 
Her ſcorn and diſdain. 


Dd 3 
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SONS LIV. 2 


f A Quire of bright beauties - 
2 In ſpring did appear, 
To chuſe a May-lady 
. Togovern the year; 
All the nymphs were in white, 
And the ſhepherds in green, 
Thegarland was given, 
And Phillis was queen, 
But Phillis refuſed it, 
And ſighing did ſay, 
I'll not wear a garland 
While Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx 
Are fled from the ſhore, 
The graces are baniſh'd, 
And love is no more: 
The ſoft God of pleaſure 
That warm'd our deſires, 
Has broken his bow, 
And extinguiſh'd his fire 
And vows that himſelf 4 d 
And his mother will urn, 
Till Pan and fair ring 
In triumph return. 


Forbear your addreſſes, 
And court us no more; 
For ve will perform 

| What the deity ſwore: 

| = Dat if you dare think 

Oel deſerving our charms, 
BE Away with our ſheep-hooks, 
BH And take to your arms: 


| Then | 
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Then lawrels and myrtles 
Your brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan and fair Syyinx 
In triumph return, * - 


SONG LV. 


S charming Clera walk'd alone, 
The feather'd ſhow came ſoftly down, 

Like Fove deſcending from his tower, | 
To court her in a filver ſhower : 
The ſhining flakes flew to her breaſts, 
As little birds into their neſts; 
But being outdone with whiteneſs were, 
For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 
Thence flowing down her garment's hem, 
Ts deck her froze into a gem. 
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SONG LVI. 


E beaux of pleaſure, 
W hoſe wit at leiſure, 
Can count love's treaſure, 
Its joy and ſmart; 
At my deſire, 8 | 
With me retire, Wen 
To know what fire e 
Conſumes my heart. 


Three moons that haſted, 

Are hardly waſted, 

Since I was blafted td 
With beauty's ray: 


| (308) 
Aurora ſhews 
No face ſo roſie, 


No Fuly poſie 
— — Fn 


Her skin by nature, 
No Ermin better, 
Thoꝰ that fine creature 
Is white as ſnow; 
With blooming graces: 
Adorn'd her face is, 
Her flowing traces ; 
As black as ſloe. 
eo 


She's tall and ſlender, 
She's ſoft and tender; 
Some god commend her; 
My wit's too-low : 
*T were joyful plunder, 
To bring her under, 
She's all a wonder 
From top to toe. 


Then ceaſe, ye ſages, | 

To quote dull pages, yo - 
That in all ages | 
Our minds are free: 

Tho? great your skill is, 
So ſtrong the will is, 

My love for Phillis 24112 
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SONG LVIL 


O * evening as I lay 


A- muſing in a grove, 

A nymph exceeding gay 
Came there to ſeek her love; 
But finding not her ſwain, © 
She fat her down to grieve, 

And thus ſhe did complain, 
How men her ſex deceive. 


Believing maids, take care 
Of falſe deluding men, 
Whoſe pride is to enſhare 

Each female that they can : 

My perjur'd ſwain he ſwore ._ 
A thouſand oaths, to prove 

(As many have done before) 
How true he'd be to love. 


Then virgins, for my ſake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe man again, 
The pleaſure we partake, 

Ne'er anſwers half the pain ; 
Uncertain as the ſeas, 

Is their unconſtant mind, 
At once they burn or freeze, 
Still changing like the wind. 


When ſhe had told her tale, 
Compaſhon ſeiz d my heart, 
And Cupid did prevail 
With me, to take her part: 
Then bowing to the fair, 
I made my kind addreſs, 
And vow'd to bear a ſhare 


In her unhappineſß. 


= While ſhe was thus careſs d, 


- * firſt ſhe roſe, 
And ftrove from me to fly: 
I told her I'd-diſcloſe 

For grief a remedy. __... 
Then, with a ſmiling look, 

Said ſhe, to aſſwage the ſtorm, 
I doubt you've undertook  - _ 
A task you can't perform, 


Since proof convinces beſt, 

Fair maid believe it true, 
That rage is but a jeſt, 

To what revenge can do: 
Then ſerve him in his kind, 

And fit the fool again; e 

Such charms were ne er deſign'd, 
For ſuch a faithleſs ſwain. 


I courted her with? care, . 
Till her ſoft ſoul gave way, 
And from her breaſt ſo fair, 
Stole the ſweet heart away = 
Then ſhe with ſmiles confeſs d, 
Her mind felt no more pain, 


*# 


By ſuch a lovely ſwain. 


— 
7 
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SONG. LVIII. 


O not ask me, charming Phillis, 
Why I lead you hear alone, 

By this bank of pinks and lillies, 

And of roſes newly blown. 


Cid 


Tis not to behold the beauty, | 
Of theſe flowers that crown the ſpring ; 
Tis tO — butT know my duty, 
And dare never name the thing. 


Tis at worſt but her denying, 
Why ſhou'd I thus fearful be? 
Every minute gently flying, - 
Smiles and ſays, make uſe of me. 


What the ſun does to the roſes, 
While the beams play ſweetly in, 
I would but my fear oppoſes, 
And I dare not name the thing. 


Vet I die if I conceal it; Ef 
Ask my eyes, or ask your own, 

And if neither can reveal it, 
Think what lovers think alone. 


On this bank of pinks and lillies, blatt 
Might I ſpeak what I would do, e 
I wou'd - with my — Phillis, 
I wou'd; I wou'd Ah: wou'd you. 


SONG LIX. 


Hillis the faireſt of love's foes, . 
Tho? fiercer than a dragon, 455 
* Phillis that ſcorn'd the powder'd beaux, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
| hat has ſbe, &c. . 
So long ſhe kept her limbs fo cloſe, 
I.ull they have ſcarce a rag on. 


0 


[Compell I'd hs want, the wretched maid 
| POE. 1 0 comp * a | 
ich ſur an heari aid 

3 n 1 g 
| It was both ſhame — fin, 
It was both, &c. 


To pity ſuch a lazy Jade 
Wou'd neither kiſs nor . 


* — — * 8 * 8 
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SONG Ix. 


Hen Chloe we ply, 
We ſwear we ſhall ad 
Her eyes do our heart ſo enthrall ; ; 
Bur * tis for her pelf, 
And not for herſelf; 4 
"Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The maidens are coy, 8 

They'll piſh! and Weyl fie! 1 

And fwear, i it you re rude, Ry vin call; ; 
_ whiſper ſo low, 8 


which aufe 2 2 
Tixall mate, | 


My = the wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'cr ſhall ; 
But leſs than a year, 
5 Will make it appear, 
Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


In matters of fate; | 
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For church and for juſtice we bawl; 
Bur if you'll attend, 
You'll find in the end, 
"Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


SONG LXI. 
The Parſon among aa Page | 


NE "rs 75 IS hitſun hol y-day, 701 LY 

O Holy-da 49 — it was a jlly days! bat 

Young Ralph, —— Philliaa, N do 

Phillids, a welladay! ? pRe> pi Wnt 

| ed the peaſe; : a N . 

The commun | — . 

Ie d fir ſhe lov'd _ 

. unity, nought but opportunity 
nting was wanting, - 
| 3 an boſoms to eaſe. Nad "CG 

But now fortuneꝰs cruelty, cruel i 

You will ſee; for as — at 112 | 

In cloſe hug, Sir Domine © 

Gemini Gomini 5% 

Chanc'd to come eco fl 

He read prayers 1'the family, 


I way now to frame a lie, | Wort: I Wi en. 
car d at old ere 15 agile yt 


"EY Gon as he ſaw the ſight, 

Full of ſpite, as a kite runs the EI, 
_ Like a noiſy ypocri , qe Al 
 Elypocrite, ian F 299 vs et beat 8 


34) 
Miſchief to fay ;- 


Save he wou'd fair Phi/lida, 
cet Phillida dreſt that holy-day ; 


__— Ralph, ah welladay : 
aday ! welladay ! 
- Turn'd was away. 
Ads nigs, cries fir Domine 
Gemini Gomini, ſhall a rogue ſtay, 3 
o baulk me, as 1 
Commonly, commonly, 
[as been his way. 
No, I ſerve the family, 
They know nought to blame me by, \ 


I read prayc 1 0 3 
5 TO bomily, Age LOT 8. 
=: Three times a day. 
a 1 
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JOW hapy 7 are we, © Tier 
Who from chinking are free, * 1 on? 
That curbing diſeaſe of the mind, ot Liry 
® - Can indulge every taſte, 3 20 ; 
= Love where we like ans, | 


When we are young fie to ey, or ET « 
Say delights we enjoy, nn No 
And have crowds of new overs ſtill woving ; 700 
When we're old and TS | 
Me procure for the trade, 
still in every age we are doing. 
Ifa cally » we — l 5 it Auen e 2; 
We 7, what we get 1 k, eli ener 5 
7 day, for the next never thin I 1 
 Eyery « ** When 
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When we die, where we go 
We have no ſenſe to know, 
For a bawd always dies in her drink. 


SONG LXII. 


ä NE April morn, when from the ſea 
Oo Phoebus was juſt appearing,* 
Damon and Celia young and gay, 
Long ſettled love endearing, 


Met ina grove, to vent their ſpleen 


On parents MY ; 
He bred of Tory-race had been, 
She of the tribe diſſenting. - 


Gilia, whoſe eyes outſhone the God 5 
Newly the hills adornin 


Told him, mamma would 5 ſtark mad; 


She miſſing prayers that morning; 
Damon, his arms about her waiſt- 


Spore, tho' nought ſhould them ſunder, 
Shou'd my rough dad know how I'm bleſt, 


Twou'd make him roar like thunder. 


| Great ones made by ambition blind, 
By faction ftill ſupport it, 


Or where vile money taints the mind, 24h 


They for convenience court it: 
But mighty love, that ſcorns to ſhew- 
Party ſhould raiſe his glory, 
Swears he'll exalt a vaſlal true, 
Let it be hig or tory. 


Ee 2 


— * * 2 


— „ _— 
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SONG. LXIV. 


Mongſt the willows on the graſs, 
Where nymphs and ſhepherds ly, 

Foung Willy courted bony Be; 

And Nell ftood liſt'ning by; 
Says Will, we will nottarry 
Two months before we marry. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
1 For a maid I'll live and die: 
| 4 3 Says Nell fo Dall not f, 
Sa Nell, &c. 


= Long time betwixt hope and deſpair, 
I... 8 4 kiſſes mixt —.— | 1585 
ne with a ſong did charm her ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been; 
8 yo Will, I wañt a bleſſing, 
= Subſtantialer than kiſſing. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
Por I will never change my mind: 
Says Nell, ſbe li prove more kind, 
Says Nell, &c. * 


Sſmarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho' by nature taught, 
When ſhe firft to man inclines: 

Sn Duoth Nell, II venture that. 
Oh! who wou'd loſe a treaſure, 
For ſuch a puney pleafure ! — 


And to wy vow be true. 
Quoth Nell, the more fool you, 
Soth Nell, &c. 0 


To my cloſet I'll repair, 
And read on Godly books, 
Forget vain love and worldly care. 
-*  @ucth Nell, that likely looks ! 


* 


Not I, not I, no, a maid III live and die, 


You 


(37 


Vou men are all perfidious, 

But I will be religious, 

Try all, fly all, and while I breath defy all, 
Your: Sex I now deſpiſe. 
Says Nell, ö LS, be let, 
Says Nell, 


_ 
— Mamas . 
ow WH 


SONG LXV. 


Elinda ſure's the brighteft thing, 
That decks the earth, or breaths our air ; ; 


Mild are her looks like opening ſpri 
And like the Pe. —— nay 5 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to ly, 
Like glaring colours on à wall, 2 
And ſtrike no further than the eye. Poe 
Our eyes luxuriouſly the treats, | 
Our ears are abſent from the feaft, . 
One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 
Stary'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with aſpect bright, 
And taudry pride, a tulip ſwell, _ 
Blooming and LG to the bght, 

Dull and inſt ipid to the ſmell. 


1 
AF” 
2 
4.3 


* * 


. 


SONG LXVI. 


A Trifling ſong ye ſhall hear, 

Begun with a trifle and ended; 

Alltrifling people draw near, 
And I ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were it not for trifles a few, © 


That lately came into the play, 
The men would want ſomething to do, 
The women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in drelling? 
.- Becauſe the ladies, they know, 


No ſooner the virgin 1s rifled, - 
But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal won'd ever be able, 


At ¶ hytes half a moment to it? 


Without talk 


— 4; ” 7 } 
. 822 S 


Or who is't cou d bear a tea-table, 


Ties for wit? 


The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles we ſee; 
White rods are no trifles I'm ſure, 


WMhatever their bearers may be. 
But if you will go to the place, 


Where trifles ee 
The levee will ſhow you, his grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed? 
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A coach with ſix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor ſin; 
But ye gods! how oft do we find 

A ſcandalous trifle within? 


A flask of champaien people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad ; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it-no trifle by gad. 


A parſon's a trifle. at ſea, 


A widow's a trifle in ſorrow, 
A peace is a trifle to day, 
o break it a trifle to morrow. 


A black coat a trifle may cloke, 


In the middle of the fair. 


Or to hide it the red may endeavour ; 
But if once the army is broke, 


We ſhall have more trifles than ever. 


The ſtage is a trifle they ſay 
The reaſon pray carry along; 
Becauſe that at every new play, 
The houſe they with ifles ſo throng. 
But with people's malice totrifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot; 
The author of this is a trifle, - 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. 


9 


— . I — 


SONG LXVIL 
Rom grave leſſons and reſtaint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here; 
let I tremble and I faint, 


* 


A 
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Oh! would fortune in my way 
Throw a lover kind and gay; 
Now's the time he ſoon might move 
A young heart unus'd to love. 


Shall I venture? no, no, no, 
Shall I from the danger go? 
Oh! no, no, no, no, no, 
I muſtnot try, I cannot fly, | 

I muſt not, durſt not, cannot fly. 


Help me, nature; help me, art; oy 
Why ſhould I deny my part ? 

If a lover will purſue, 

Lake the wiſeſt let me do; | 

I will fit him if he's true, 

If he's falſe I'll fit him too. 


SONG. LXVII. | 
x Women and Wine. 


Some the waves, and ſome the rocks, 
me the roſe that ſoon decays, 1 
Some the weather, ſome the cocks; 
But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd ſo well, 
As wine, wine, women and wine, 
| 4 They run in a parallel. 


: Ss ſay women are like ſea, 


E Women are witches when they will, 
| So is wine, ſo is wine, . 


They make the ſtateſman loſe his ill, 
She ſoldier, lawyer and divine; 
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They put a gigg in the graveſt ſcull, 

And ſend their wits to gather wool ; 

"Tis wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel. 


What is't that makes your face ſo pale, 

What is' t that makes your looks divine, 
What makes your courage riſe and fall, 

Is it not women, is it not wine? 
Whence proceed th' inflaming doſes, 
That ſet fire to your noſes ? 

From wine, wine, women and wine, 
They run in a parallel. 


SONG LXIX. 


IJ Ou'd you chuſe a wife, 
VE For a happy life, 
Leave the court and the country take, 
Where Dolly and du,, 
Young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, 
Whilft harveſt goes on, 
And merrily merrily rake. 


Leave the London dames 
| (Be it ſpoke to their ſhames) 
To ly in their beds till noon, | 

| Then get up and ftretch, 
And paint too and patch, 
Some widgeon to catch, 
Then look on their watch, 

And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon. . 


Then coffee and tea, 
"Ms Both green and bohea, 
F Are ſerv'd to their tables in plate, 


z 


F 
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Where tatles do run, 

As ſwift as the ſun, 7 byes 
Of what they have won, 

And who is undone 


By their gaming and fitting up late. 


The laſs give me here, 
| Tho” brown as my beer, 
That knows how to govern her houſe, © 
That can milk her cow, | 
Or farrow her ſow, 
| ; 97 1 and cheeſe, 
J | ather green peaſe, 
And e ne 9 * ſouſe. 


e 

Worth rubies and pearl, 
A wife that will make a man rich : 
E We gentlemen need 

No quality breed, 

To ſquander away 

© What taxes wou'd pay; 
We care not in faith for ſuch. 


— * T — 


SONG LXX. 


A miſtreſs fitted to my. mind, 


om neither gold nor pri e could move, 


r love: 


* I could love, if I could find 
To change her virtue or 


Loves to go neat, not to go fine, 
Loves for my ſelf, and not for mine ; 
Not city proud, nor nice and coy, | 
But full of love, and full of joy: 
4 Eat 1 Not 
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Not childiſh young, nor beldame old, 
Not fiery hot, nor icy cold, 
Not gravely wiſe to rule the ſtate, 
Not fooliſh to be pointed at: 


Not worldly rich, nor baſely poor, 
Nor chaſt, nor a reputed whore: 
If ſuch an one you can diſcover, 
Pray, fir, intitle me her lover. 


- 
1 
, % 


'$ONG LXXI. 
TD Left as th' immortal Godsis/he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 


And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


*T was this bereav'd my foul of reſt, 30 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaft ; ©" 7 
For while I gaz'din tranſport toft, t. 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


My boſom glow'd; the ſubtile flame 
Ran quick thro? all my vital frame; 


— 


fi 


 Ofer my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 82150 = 01 
My ears with hollow murmures rung 1224 
In dewy damps my limbs were child. 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, be He 


My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 
I tainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


SONG LXXIL 
Y : may ceaſe to complain, 
] 


For your ſuit is in vain, 
attempts you can make 
But augments her diſdain ; iy 
She bids you give over | > 5 
While tis in your power, 151 
For except her eſteem 
She can you no more: 
Her heart has been long ſince 
Aſſaulted and won, © 
er truth is as laſting 
And firm as the ſun; 
Tou'll find it more eaſy 
Tour paſſion to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs _ 
Endeayours endure. 


A 


You may give this advice 
To the wretched and wiſe 
But a lover like nme 
Will thoſe precepts deſpiſe, 
I ſcorn to give o oer 
Mere it in my power; 
Tho eſteem were deny d me, 
Yet her I'll adore, 
A heart that's been touch'd 
Wul ſome ſimpathy bear, 
- *T'will leſſen my ſorrows - - 
If the takes a ſhare; 
II count it more honour 
In dying her fla ve, ä 
Than did her affectionss FE, 
The ſteddineſs crave. 
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tou may tell her I'l be 
Her true lover, tho' ſhe 
Should mankind deſpiſe 
Out of hatred to me; 
Tiis mean to give o'er 
Cauſe we get no reward, : - 
She loſt not her worth 
When I loſt her regard; 
My love on an altar 
More noble ſhall burn, 8 
Iſtill will love on | Res 
Without hopes of return; 
FI tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the flame, 
And I'll figh for herſelf 
In another one's name. 


— * 


— SONG LXXII. 


The lippling Fhilofophers. | 


TD ogenes ſurly and proud, 

Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
Delighted in wine that was good, | 
Becauſe in good wine there was truth ; 
But growing as poor as a Job, 5 

Unable to purchaſe a flask, | 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, | 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the cask. 


Heraclitus ne er would deny _ 
A bumper, to cheriſh his heart; 

And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart: 


: Ff 


5 


Tho” ſome are fo fooliſh to think, 
He wept at men's follies and vice, 
Tas only his cuſtom to drink, 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his ſoul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl ; 
As long as his cellar was ſtor d, 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a Jord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


wie Solon, who carefully gave 


"Good laws unto Athens of old, 

And thought the rich Groſus a ſlave 

( (Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls ; . 

But drinking much talk would decline, 

Becauſe twas the cuſtom of fools, 

To prattle much over their wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 

Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, 

Or he ne'er had been counted ſo wiſe: 

Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 

Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 

Such a damnable ſcold of a wife. 


- Grave Seneca, fam'd for his parts, 
Who tutor'd the bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 


A And, 
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And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it 
He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 


So fancy'd he died in his claret. 


Pythagoras did ſilence enjoin, 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good wine, 
Till himſelf was unable to ſpeak ; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
With ſipping his plentiful bowls, 
By the ſtrength of the juice in his crown, 
He conceiv'd tranſmigration of ſouls. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his viens, 
And made his philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, like his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


1 r that maſter of arts, 
ad been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Ils due to the juce of the vine: 
His belly, moſt writers agree, 
Was big as a watering-trough; 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, - 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone; 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known. 
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By wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes fancy with wings, 


Without it we nel er ſhou'd have had 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


SONG LXXIV. 
Down among the dead Men. 


HII a health to the king, and a laſting peace; 
May faction be damn'd, and diſcord ceaſe : 


Come, let us drink it while we've breath, 


For there's no drinking after death; 
And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
©, Down, down, down, down, | s 
Down among the dead men, let bim ly. 5 


« Now a health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 


B' our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong ; | 
Of w' your hats, w' your knee on the ground, 


Take off your bumpers all around; 


_— - 
| —_ 
-- - 


And he that will not drink his dry, 


| Down among, &c. let him ly. 


Let charming beauty's health go round 7 


In whom celeſtial joys are found; 
And may confuſion ſtill purſue 
The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew; 


And he that will this health deny, 


Docun among, &c. let him ty. 


Here's 
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Here's thriving to trade, and the common-weal, 
And patriots to their country leal; 
But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 
May he ne'*er laugh o'era flowing bowl; 
And all that with ſuch rogues comply, 

* Down among, &c. let them ly. 


In ſmiling Bacchus joys I'll roll, 

Deny no pleaſure to my ſoul ; 

Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 

For Bacchus is a friend to love; 

And he that does this health deny, 
Down among, &c. let him ly. 


SONG LXXV. 


IE that will not merry merry be, 
1 With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a poſt: _ 
Let him be merry merry there, 
And we'll be merry merry here 
For who can know where wwe ſball go, 
To be merry another year? 


He that will not merry merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, 

May he b' oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
Ne er a penny into his purſe: 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 


May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 


Jo confound him with her noiſe: 


Let him be merry, &c. 
„„ 


* 
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He that will not me merry be 
"or his miſtreſs in his ws i | 
t him be buried in the church- yard, 
And me put in his ſtead : 
Let him be merry, &c. 


8 
ad. 


__ 


SONG LXXVI. 
Joly mortals, fill your 1 - 


Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces: 
 Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Took upon this bow! that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 
More than in Chloe when juſt going, 
In the moment to be kind. | 
Alexander hated thinking ; 
Drank about at council-board ; 


Made friends, and gain'd the world by drinking, 
.. More than by his conquering ſword. | 


8 


1 —_— — . 
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SONG LXXVII. 
EF C\Ince we dic by the help of 2 wine, 
Ty T will that a tun be my ſhrine; 
And engrave it on my tomb, 
Here lyes a body, once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave, 
- Who with, &c. © 3 ; 
Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 
And leave an everlaſting name, 
Since thus to die, &c. 


. 


Drink, drink away, drink, drink away, 
And let us be nobly interr'd, 
Drink, drink, &c. 
Let miſers and ſlaves 
Pop into their eee 
And rot in a dirty church-yard, 
And rot in a dirty church-yard, 
Let miſers, &c. 


SONG LXXVIII. 


BAcchns is a power divine ; 
For he no ſooner fills my head 
With mighty wine, | 
Bur all my cares reſign, | 1 
And droop, and droop, and ſink down dead: 
Then, then the pleaſing thoughts begin, 
And I in riches flow, ; 
At leaſt IT fancy ſo; 
And without thought of want I ſing, 


Stretch'd on the earth, my head all around 


With flowers, weav'd into a garland, crown'd : 


Then, then I begin to live, 
And ſcorn what all the world can ſhow or give. 
Let the brave fools that fondly think 

Of honour, and delight 
| To make a noiſe, a noiſe, and fight, 
Go ſeek out war whilft I ſeek peace, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink, 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink. 
Then fill my glaſs, fill fill it high; _ 
Some perhaps think it fit to fall and die; 


6. 


* 


200 Sts 


x 
* — 
= 
"TIT 6 of 4, * 5 * 2 . 0 4 | 
= 1 i dels - Wang q . G 

- TER LN e Ae.» 4 8 2 * 1 N —< the 
1 FE. o pF - * 1 8 En" " * n > * * II —__ , — — — = 

2 n * 2 . . — BG | . 2 oo . (RY ä — * 2 

© - 1 * - : * Ss” = w_— = UE We 4 
8 . «a Ec . 
TEE — Jy p — 1 = U Pp _— - Py — 3 —— 7 

P ˙ Q ea III 2 — —— 


(3320 


But when bottles are rang'd 
Make war with me, 
The fighting fool ſhall fe, 
When I am ſunk, 
The difference to ly dead, 
And ly dead drunk; 
The fighting fool, &c. 


TS, he” 4 2 ; C5 


> SONG LXXIX. 
E virgin powers, defend my heart, 
From amorous looks and files ; 

From faucy love, or nicer art, 


Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 


1 rom f ighs and vows, and awful iD... 
That do to pity move; 

From ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


1 if thro” paſſion I grow blind,” 
Let honour be my guide; _ 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 


5 3 8 "There place a guard of pride. 


Th >. 


"Kin hea” whoſe Aames are ſcen, tho' pure, 


- Needs every virtue's aid; 
And the who thinks herſelf ſecure, 


The Heer t is OE: 


SONG 
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SONG LXXX. 


- 


THY ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each other now, 
When paſſion is decay'd ? 
We lov'd, and we loy'd 
As long as we cou'd, 
Till love was lov'd out of us both: 
But our marriage is dead, 
When the pleaſure is fled; 
T was pleaſure firſt made it an oath. 


If I have pleaſures for a friend, 
And further love in ſtore, 
What wrong has he whoſe joys did end, 
And who cou'd give no more? | 
Tis a madneſs that he 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhou'd bar him of another; 
For all we can gain, 
Is to give our ſelves pain, 
When neither can hinder the other. 
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SONG LXXXI. 
Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, 


When with love's reſiſtleſs art, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me; 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one day afunder. 


Soft as theſe kind looks ſhe gave me, 


— — b Don 
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Melting joys about her move, 
__— pleaſures, wounding bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes: 
7 liſten when ſhe ſpeaks; | 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 
But my jealous heart wou'd break, 
Shou'd we live one day aſunder. 


SONG LXXXIL 


And then purſue the morning ; 
Il chaſe the moon till it be noon, 
I'll make her leave her horning, 


] LL fail upon the dog-ftar, 


I climb the froſty mountain, 
And there TI coin the weather; 
FI tear the rainbow from the sky, 
And ty both ends together : 


The ftars pluck from their orbs too, 
And crowd them in my budget; 
And whether I'm a roaring boy, 
Let Greſbam college judge it: 


While I mount yon blew celum, 
J To ſhun the tempting gipſies; 

1 Play at foot-ball with ſun and moon, 
= And fright ye with eclipſes. 


4 Fg _ 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


JAMES. 
Rithee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful ſpring ? 
You are, I fear, in love, my dear; 
Alas poor thing! | 


SUSAN. 
Truly, nie I muſt blame ye, 


You look ſo pale and wan; 
I fear *rwill prove you are in love; 
Alas poor man! 


JAMES. 
Nay, my Suey, now I view ye; 
Well I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone you ſigh and groan ; 
Alas poor heart! i 


5 SUSAN. 
Famie, hold; I dare be bold 
To ſay, thy heart is ſtole, 
And know the ſhe as well as thee ; 
Alas poor ſoul ! 


JAMES. 
Then, my Sue, tell me who; 
Fl give thee beads of pearl, 
And eaſe thy heart of all this ſmart ; 
Alas poor girl ! | 


SUSAN. 
Jamie, no, if you ſhou'd know, 
I fear *rwou'd make you fad, _ 
And pine away both night and day ; 
Alas poor lad! 1 
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(336). 
| JAMES. 
Why then, my Swe, it is for you 
That I 3 theſe 1 E 
And when I die, I know you'll cry, 
Alas poor James! 1 
| SUSAN. 
"Pe ou ſo, then, Jamie, know, 
you ſhould prove untrue, 


Then muſt J likewiſe | _ 
Alas poor Sue ! wi 0 9 


oth he, then join thy hand with mine, 
And we will wed to day: 

J do agree, here tis, quoth ſhe, 
Come let's away. 


— ——_— 2 


SONG LXXXIV. 


Hen, lovely Phillis, thou art kind, 
Nought but raptures fill my mind; 
Tis then I think thee ſo divine, 
-  _T” excell the mighty power of wine: 
But when thou inſult'ſt, and laughs at my pain, 
I waſh thee away with ſparkling champain ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one God by the power of another. 


When pity in thy looks I ſee, 
I fraily quit my friends for thee ; 
Perſwaſive love ſo charms me then, 
My freedom I'd not wiſh again: 
But when thou art cruel, and heeds not my care, 
Then ftraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 


And drive out one God by the power of another. 


SONG 


(WF 3 
SONG LXXXV. 


7 OU that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 
| A 222 you never can — — employ ;. 
Sawny and Teague were trudging along, 
A bony 3 and an Jig dene, : 
They neither before had ſeen a wind-mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name: 
As they were a walking, | 
And merrily talking, 
At laſt by meer chance to a wind-mill they came. 


Haha! crys Sawny, what do ye ca' that? 

To tel] the right name o't I am at a loſs. 
Teague very readily anſwer'd the Scot, 

Indeed I believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs. 
Says Sawny, yell find your ſell meikle miſtaken, 
Por it is ſaint Andrew's croſs I can ſwear; 

— For there is his bonnet, | 
' And tartans hang on it, | 
The plaid and the tres our apoſtle did wear. 


„ 1 — 


or that I will ſhwear is ſhaint Patrick's coat; 

I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze, 
And that I am ſhure ith the ſhame that he bought; 
And he 1s a ſhaint muſh better than ever ; 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn or league : 


For o' my ſhalwaſhion, | 


Nays o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſhe all lees, 


He was my relaſhion, 


- 


And had a great kindneſh for honeſht poor Teagwe. 


Wherefore ſays Teague I will by my ſhoul, _ 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs? fet I will fall, | 


And ſhay pater-ngbter, and ſhome of our creeds: 
og - - em 


7 


W * -#% And : all the world deſpiſe 


„ 


8d Tea 85 began with humble devotion, 
neel down before St. Patrick's croſs ; 
The wind fell a-blowing, 
And ſt it a-going, 


Andi it gave our dear-joy a terrible toſs. 


Sawny tchee'd, to ſee how poor Teague 
Lay ſcratching his ears, and alla on the grass, 
Swearing, it was ſurely the de' ils whirly-gig, 
And none (he roar' do out) of St. Patrick's croſs : 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a paſſion, 
The croſs of our ſhaint that has croſht me ſo ſore; 
Opo' my ſalwaſhion, 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, 
To truſt to St. Patrick's-kindneſh no more. 


8 to gare then merril y cry'd, 

is patron of yours is a very ſad loun, 
| To hit you fic a fair thump on the hide, 
Fer kneeling before 9 5 and ſeeking a boon : 
Let me 83 K N ſerve 2 WY. ny, 

He aul, was a ſpecia e man; 
; oy fin ce. your. St. Bank 
Has gere d ye fic a trick, 

14 fre him 1 hnge * eder! ſerv'd him . 


* 


— 
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8 0 N G LXXXVI. 
AY the den ever find 


Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 
2 White gentle love does fill my _—_ 
With 1 25 real] 4 85 


NI 1 and fools grow rich 5 great Ta 
all the world gr k them wiſe, 
While T ly at my Nanny feet, 


(339) - 
Loet conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in court delights : 


Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 


SONG LXXXVII. 


(Aa, too late you wou'd repent : 

5 The offering all your ſtore, 
Is now but like a pardon ſent, 

To one that's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 

And grant the bliſs too late, 
Lou hindred me of one I lov'd, 
Loo give me one I hate. 


T thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my court I made; 0 

But when your falſhoods plain appear, 
My love no longer ſtay d. 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
_ Whoſe worth your firſt deface, 
Is melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the braſs. 


O! ſince the thing we beg's a toy, 

That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Before the love is gone. | 


(34) 
SONG LXXXVIII. 


ES, all the world will fure agree, 
He who's ſecur'd of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleſt; | 
But twere in me too great a wrong, 
To make one who has been ſo long 
My queen, my ſlave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſe things to be confin'd, 

That were for publick good delign'd ; 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh pride, 

Make the ſun always with us ſtay, 

*F'wou'd burn our corn and graſs away, 


To ftarve the world beſide. 


Let not the thoughts of parting, fright 
Two ſouls which paſhon does unite; _ 
For while our love does laſt, 
Neither will ſtrive to go away, E 

And why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that love is paſt. | 


—_ —_ * 


SONG LXXXIX. 


IXI Coaddeß Lydia, heavenly fair, 


As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
t Iooſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh 2larms. | 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 


Tho? ſacred lightning from them flyes ; 
Shew me that ſoft that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming red thy face. 


>; 


(3410 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 
That I may rival Fove in bliſs, 
That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide! thy boſom's killing white, 
2 milky way is not ſo bright) 

| you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 
With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ft thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over endleſs charms; 

O! take me dying to thy arms. 


2— 


SONG XC. 


HY we love, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know ; 
Random chance, or wilful fate, 
Guides the ſhaft from Cypid's bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
Tis madneſs all in me to grieve; 
Since her will is not her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 


If I for Zelinda die, 

Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 

Ask not me the reafon why, 
Seek the riddle in the skies. 


R 
SONG KCl. 


Ark how the trumpet ſounds to battle, 
Hark how the thundring cannons rattle; 

Cruel ambition now calls me away, | 
While Thave ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay. 
While honour alarms me, 
Young Cupid diſarms me, 

And Celia ſo charms me, 

I cannot away. 


_ Hark again, honour calls me to arms, 
Hark how the trumpet fweetly charms ; 
Elia no more then muſt be obey d. 
Cannons are roaring, and enfigns diſplay d: 
The thoughts of promotion, 
Inſpire ſuch a notion 
Of Gilia's devotion, | 
Im no more afraid. 


Guard her for me, celeſtial powers, 
Ve Gods, bleſs the nymph with happy ſoft hours; 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely perfections I cannot reſign; 
| Firm conſtancy grant her, 
- My true love ſhall haunther, 
My foul cannot want her, 
She's all ſo divine. 
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SONG XII. 


Hall I, wafting in deſpair, _ 

Die becauſe a woman's fair 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
*Caufe another's roſie are 


Be ſhe fairer than the day, 


Or the flow'ry meads in May; 5 | 
LW FR 8 4 * ond aA 
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Vet if ſhe think not well of me, f 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a woman's poogneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own? 
Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ; 
et if ſhe be nor ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be, 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 

I will never more deſpair; 

If the love me, this believe, 

I will die e'er ſhe ſhall grieve; 

If ſhe ſlight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn, and let her go: 

So if ſhe be not fit tor me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be. 


* 


SONG XCIII. 


A* the ſhow in vallies lying, 
Phoebus his warm beams applying, 
Scon diſſolves and runs away; 
So the beauties, ſo the graces, 
Of the moſt bewitching faces, 

At approaching age decay. 
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As a tyrant, when degraded, 
Is deſpis d, and is upbraided, 
pe the ſlaves he once contro d; 
So the nymph, if none could move her, 
Is contemn'd by every lover, 
When her charms are growing old. 


| Melan- 


2 


* th 


(344 ) 


Melancholick looks and whining, 
Grieving, quarrelling and pining, 

Are th effects your rigours move; 
Soft careſſes, am rous glances, _ 
Melting ſighs, tranſporting trances, 
Are the bleſt effects of love. 


Fair ones! while your beauty's blooming, 
Imploy time, left age reſuming 
What your youth profuſely lends ; 
You are rob'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories, 
To your unbelieving friends. 


— — 


SONG XCIV. 


FPurſue, and ſeek her, ev'ry lover; 


= F*. Amoret is gone aſtray, 
III tell the ſigns by which you may 


6 The wandring ſhepherdels difcover. 5 


br and coy at once her air, 

th ſtudy d, tho* both ſeem neglected; 

Careleſs ſhe is with artful care, : 
Affecting to ſeem unaffected. 


Wich skill her eyes dart ev'ry glance, | 
= +  Yetchange ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect 'em ; 


For ſhe'd perſuade they wound by chance, 


Tho certain aim and art direct them. 


She likes her ſelf, yet others hates, 
For that which in herſelf ſhe prizes; 
And while ſhe laughs at them, forgets 

She is the thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


SONG 


( 345 ) 
SONG XCV- 


Da if you will believe me, 

"Tis not ſighiffg round the plain, 

Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 
aint attempts in love are vain. 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
nd be maſter of the field ; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 
Twere a madneſs not to yield. 


Tho' ſhe vows ſhe'll ne er permit ye, 
Crys you're rude, and much to blame, 
And with tears implores your pity ; 
Be not merciful for ſhame. 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 
Cloris time enough will find, 

This, her cruel furious lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


SONG XCVI 


F ſhe be not kind as fair, 
[ But peeviſh and unhandy, 

ave her, ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſome ſpruce jack-a-dandy. 


J would not have thee ſuch an af, 
Hadſt thou ne'er ſo much leiſure, 

To gh and whine for ſach a laſs, 
Whoſe pride's above her pleaſure. 


( 346 - 
SONG XCVI.. 
A Wake, thou faireft thing in nature, 
F How can you fleep when day does break ? 
How can you fleep, my charming creature, | 
When half a world for you are awake. 
| S 
What ſwain is this that ſings ſo early, 
Under my window, by the dawn? 
* . | 
*Tis one, dear nymph, that loves you dearly, 
Therefore in pity eaſe my pain. 
Th SHE. 


= Softly, elſe you'll wake my mother, 
=— — — o — ſhe = me wool, 
; tell your on to ſome other 

Or whit 't ſoftly in my ear. 
1 H E. 
Ho can you bid me love another, 

Or rob me of your beauteous charms ? 
Mis time you were wean'd from your mother, 
Tou re fitter for a lover's arm. 


3 Iu ad. — 8 


„ — — 


SONG XCVIII. 
N fpite of love, at length I've found, 
[ A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me, : 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, 
Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me; 
No jealous thoughts difturb my mind, 
Tho ſhe's enjoy d by all en bi. 
TDhen drink and never ſpare it; | 
: ' 2 Tis a bottle of good claret. 
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If yon, thro' all her naked charms, _ 
er little mouth diſcover, . 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 

And uſe her like a lover; 

Such liquor ſhe'll diſtill from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſht ſenſe; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

*Tis a bottle of good claret. 


But beſt of all! ſhe has no tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me, 

She's fully better old than young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me, 

Her skin is ſmooth, complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bortle of good claret. 


IF 1. her excellence would taſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, ſir, oh 
Clap you hand about her waiſt, 5 
And raiſe her up behind, ſir; . | 
As for her bottom never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


111 


n 
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SONG KXCIX. 


CN Surpriſing lovely fair! 
Who with Chloe can compare? 
Sure ſhe's form for beauty's queen, 
Her wit, her ſhape, her grace, her mein, 
By far excellsall nymphs I've ſeen 
5 No mortal eye _ > 
55 Can view her nigh, 


— | 5 

„ 

Too exquiee for human ſight to ſee: 
ho* ſhe ne er may be kind, 


Nor for me e er deſignd, 
Vet I love, I love, I love | 
The charming ſhe. 
' SONG C. 


Hen bright Aurelia tript the plain, 
How chearful then were ſcen, 

The looks of every jolly ſwain, 

That ſtrove Aurelia 's heart to gain, 

With gambols on the green? 


Their ſports were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly air; 
They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play, - 
Each ftrove to pleaſe, ſome different way, 
This dear inchanting fair. OD 


The ambitious ftrite ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, . 
Till Phaon's tune ful voice and lyre, 
With ſofreft muſick did inſpire 
Her ſoul to generous love. 


Their wonted ſports the reſt declih'd, 
Their arts prov'd all in vain; + 
Auvelia's conſtant now they find, 
The more they languiſh and repin'd, 
The more the loves the ſwain. 


bl 


(399) 
_ - "Fw << 
| Way you rover, 

For ſhame give over, 

You play the lover 
* like on Le 3 

ou are for ſtorming, 
You think you're charming, 7 
Your faint performing, 

We read in your face. 


hw OI IE 


SONG CIL. 


IE, who for ever, 
1. Wou'd hope for favour, - 
He muſt endeayour 
To charm the fair: 
He dances, he dances, 
He Ja--a—a--a--a--ances, 
He ſighs, and glances, |. - 
He makes advances, | 
He ſings, and dances, 
And mends his air, 


8 8 — 1 P —_— — 5 
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SONG. CIII. 

(32> ge, go, go falſeſt of thy ſex begone, 

| Leave, leave, ah leave, leave me to my ſelf alone! 
©. Why would you ftrive by fond pretence, | es” 
* Thus to deſtroy my innocence? ITEM 
So, go, KC. leave, leave, &c. 


Young Celia, you too late betray'd, WE”: 4 
Then thus you did the nymph upbraid, 8 - 
Love like a dream uſher'd by night, | 1 
„ Flyes the approach of morning ight. 3 
Do, go, KC leave, 7 &c. 


—_— 


. (35% 
She that believes man when he ſ wears, 
Or leaft regards his oaths and prayers, 


; "Nay, more, be ſubject to his luſt, 
| leave, leave, &c. 


Go, 20, QC. 


* 


- 


— 


May ſhe, fond ſhe, be moſt accurſt; 


— * 


SONG CV. 
BElinda, with affected mein, 
EZ Trys all the power of art; 
Yet finds her efforts all in vain 
IJ .o gain a ſingle heart: 
Whilſt Chloe in a different wa 
Is but her ſelf, to pleaſe, _ 
And makes new conqueſts every day, 
_ Without one borrowed grace, 


= Belinda's haughty air deſtroys . 
1 WMhat native charms inſpire; 


7. 


Set all the world on fire: 

Belinda may our pity move; 

. But Chloe gives us pain, 

And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her ſiſter frowns in vain. 


While Chhe's artleſs ſhining eyes 


Lad — 


„ 


8 


Na bank of flowers, 
1 In a ſummer day, 
Inviting and undreſt, 

I.!n her bloom of youth, 
= „ ar e 6, . . 
With love and fleep oppreſt; 
When a youthful ſwain, 
Wich admiring eyes, 
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( 351 ) 
Wiſh'd that he durſt 
TIhe ſweet maid ſurpriſe; 
With a fa, la, la, Ia, &c. 
But fear'd approching ſpies. 


As he gaz'd, x 
A gentle Zypher aroſe, 
That fann'd her robes aſide; 
And the ſleeping nymph 
Did the charms duclole, 


| Which waking ſhe would hile : 


Then his breath grew ſhort, 
And his pulſe beat high, 
He long'd to touch 
What he chanc'd to ſpy; 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But durſt not till draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, 
With her beauties fir'd, 
And bleſt the courteous wind; 
Then in whiſpers figh'd, 
And the Gods deſir' d, 
That Gia might be kind: 


When with hopes grown bold, 


He advanc'd amain; 

But ſhe laugh'd loud 

In a dream, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the timerous ſwain, 


Yet the amorous youth, 
To relieve his ſoft pain, 
Fhe ſlumbering maid careſs'd ; 
And with trembling hand 
(0 ſimple poor ſwain!) 
Her glowing boſom preſs d: 
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(352) 


When the virgin awak'd 
And affrighted flew, 
Vet look d as wiſhing 
He would purſue; 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs d his cue. 


* 


Now, now repenting, 
That he had let her . 


Himſelf he thus accus'd, 


What a dull and à ſtupid 
Blockhead was I, | 


That ſuch a chance abus'd; 


To my ſhame twill now 
On the plains be ſaid 
Damon a virgin : 
Aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, Ia, &c. 
And let her go a maid, 


th 
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SONG CVL 


* 


AT fHile Glently I lov'd, nor dard, 


| To tell my crime aloud, 
The influence of your ſmiles 1 ſhar'd, 
In common with the crowd. 


But when I once my flame expreft, 


In hopes to caſe my pain, 
You fingl'd me out from all the reſt, 
The mark of your diſdain, | 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 

On all that do adore, _ | 
Then all mankind muſt be. undone, : 
Or you. muſt ſmile no more. | © © 
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H! happy, happy grove 
Witneſs of our iender love; 

On! happy, happy ſhade | 
Where firſt our vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, 2 dying, 


Looks would charm a Joe; 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all and all was love: 
But Corinna perjur d proves, 
And forſakes the ſhady groves; 
When I ſpeak of mutual joys, 
She knows not what I mean; 
WManton Glances, fond careſſes, 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding fair 
Has left the flow'ry green: 


Mourn, ye nymphs, that 2 play'd, 


Where E was betray 
There the ſecret wound ſhe gave, 
When was made her flave. 


SONG CVIII. 
AE ſages-of old, 
In prophecy told, 
The cauſe of a nation's undoing ; 
But our new EngliÞ breed 


| No prophecies need, 
For each one here ſeeks his own ruin. 


With grumbling and jars, 
We promote civil wars, 
And preach up falſe tenets to many; 
We ſnarl and we bite, * 
We rail and we fight | 
For religion, yet no man has any. 
1 "27 
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But I ne er knew a 


Ti) 
Then him let's commend, 
| That's true to his friend, 3 
And the church and the ſenate would ſettle ; - 
Who delights not in blood, 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 


And bravely ſtands brunt to the battle. 


Who rails not at kings, 
Nor politick things, 


Nor treaſon will ſhook when he's mellow ; 


But takes a full glaſs, : 
To his country's ſucceſs, + 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow, 
— | | — — — 
oe 
E all to conquering beauty bow, 
Its pleaſing 2 admire; 


ce till now, 
That cou'd like your's inſpire: 


Now I may fay, I met with one, 


Amazes all mankind; f 
And, like men gazing on the ſun, 
With too much light am blind. 


3 ? Soft, as the tender moving fighs, 


Wen longing lovers meet; 

Like the divining prophets, wiſe ; 
Like new blown roſes, ſweet; 
Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride; 

A mein like awful majeſty, 
And yet no ſpark of pride. 


be patriarch, to win a wife, 
= _Chaſt, beautiful and young, 
$erv'd fourteen years a painful life, 


ad never thought it long „ 


Ah! were you to reward ſuch care, 
And life ſo long would ſtay, 


Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
Would ſeem but as one day. | 


s OH 165M 
TNRithee, Billy, be'nt ſo ſilly, 
Thus to waſte thy days in grief; 


You ſay, Betty will not let ye; 
But 2 bring relief? 


Leave repining, ceaſe your whining; 
Pox on torment, tears and woe: 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender; 
If ſhe's tough. cen let her go. 
— N X Porn, 4 5 7 — 


| SONG cxl. 
K's: kindly, thus, my treaſure, | 


Ever love me, ever charm; 
t the paſhon know no meaſure, 
Let no jealous fear alarm. | 


Why ſhou'd we, our bliſs beguiling, 
By dull doubting fall at odds? 

Meet my ſoft embraces ſmiling, 
We'll be as happy as the Gods. 


* 


— — 
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SONG XXII. 


Sour reformation | 

- Crawls out-thro the nation, 49823 
While dunder-head ſages, | 1 
Who hope for good wages, 3 
Direct us the Wag. Ye 


> 0 37600 


Ve ſons of the muſes, | 
Then cloak your abuſes ; | 5 
And, leaſt you ſhou'd GEE: * | «HL 
On pious example, 51 19% 0 
Obſerve and obey. 
Time- frenzy curers, 
And ſtubborn nonjurors, 
For want of — "= 
Nou ſcourge the leud times: 
They've hinted, they ve printed, 
Our vein it profane i bs, 2 33 
And worſt of all. crimes ; ; 
The clod-patcd railers, 
Smiths, c Z 726g and collier, 
Have damn'd _ our chimes. 


Pu. 
[> . 


Vnder wenn ͥ 

Of zeal for devotion, 

The humour has fir d em, 

And malice infpir'd *em,  - 1) 
Fo tutor the age: 


But if in ſeaſe 232525 otheatlt oth Iv 
' You'd know t e true — ES rm: wee of} 
The hopes of perferment, . 


Is what makes the vermin 
Now rail at the ſtage. 

Cuckolds and canters, | | 

With ſcruples and banters, ttt | 4 

Old Oliver's peal, | W 
Againſt poetry ring: 

But let ſtate revolvers, 

And treaſon abſol vers 
2 Ling, - £4 2 8 

The rebel that chuſes 

+ To oy down the muſes, 


Wou'd 25 uw the king. 
= If * 1 8. pi 
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Ae Ne. 
12 7 


Ain, own. 
Aith, oath. 

Air, early. 
2 aſide. 
Alane, alone. 
Amaiſt, almoſt. 


Ambry, c 5 


Ane, one. 
Anither, another, 
Awa, away. 
Auld, old. | 
Ayont, 3 


A', * 


Bane, bone. 


Baith, Bot hb. 


Bannocks, oat-bread. 
Baps, roll-bread. 
Bawm, balm. 


Bauk, bawlk, 


Bedralls, beedles.. 


Beet, 10 help or repair. 
Bend, to 4. 


Benniſon, bleſſing. 
Bent, the open fields. - 


Bewith, ſomewbat, in "the 
mean time. 


| BOY Birch. 


Big, build, 
Billy, brother. 


Bindging, becking, bending. _ 


Blate, baſbful. 

Blaw, blow. _ 
Bleeze, blaze. 
Blink, glance of the eye, 


: Bluter, blundes. 


Bode, predict. 
Bodin, fored. N 
Bo or But, without, + 
ugils, ſounding horus 
Bountith, 8 


9 


{EXPLANATION o 


| n a gratuity. Cockernony, the Lat 
Bowr, * Daoud up. 
Brachen, à ſort of broth. Cod, 4 pillow. 
Brac, eng ground. Coft, bought. as 
Brankit, m d wp.  Copg, a wooden djb, 
Braid, l Coof, 4 blockhead, © 
Bader Tridiron. Coots, joint of the ancle, 
Braw, finely dreff. Grow ea or Curtchea, a 
Broach, à buckle. handkerchief. | 


Brack, broken parts, or re- Crack, to boaſt. 


fuſe. - Creel, basket or hamper. 
Brow, the forebead. pe Crocks, lean jbeep. 
Bruik, to love or jo. Croft, corn-land. 
Bu ght, ſheep-fold. | Croule, brisk, bold. 
Barn, foliſbed. Crowdy-mowdy, a ſart of 
Burn, @ rieulet. youth 
Busk, to deck. \._..._ Crummy, a cow's name. 


1 and ben, be our and Cunzie, Coin. 
in. 


Byer, a Gew-hbouſe 
YES Affin, g evanton- | 
8 2 

A', call. | Dat, mad, fooliſb. 
AQadgie, chearſul. Daut, fondle, careſs. 
_  Caff Calf Id. Chah. Dight, to wipe. 

Canna, cannot. Dinna, db ut. 

Canker'd, angry. | Ding, beat. 


Canny, candtiows, lucky. Dool, trouble. 
. Carlings, old women. Id. Doſend, frozen, cold. 


tool 'd peaſe. Dorty, Dur 
Cauld, oo EEE = ee Dow” can. 1d, dove, 
Cauler, cool, freſh. Downa, cannot. 
_ Cawk, "Chalk. Dou f, ſpiritleſs. 
Clag, failing or impeeticn. Doughina, could not. 
Clat, a rake. Dowy, weary, lonely. 
Claiths, cloatbs. Drant, to ſpeak ſlow. 
Claſhes, tittle tattle. Dramock, cold gruel. 
Clock, à beetle. * drop. | 


mos 5 Deining 


-the SCOTS Words. r or 


Dwinin „ decayin 

Drining, 8 
Dulce and rangle, ſea- 

plants.  _ 

Dark, a dagger. 


Ard, earth, 
Een, eyes.. 

Eild, age. 
; Eith, eaſy. 
Elding, fenel. 
Eem, couſi in. 
Ele, in. 
Eydent, diligent. 


F 

A. fall | 
Fadge, a coarſe fort 
of 1 roll-hread. 
Fae fas. 4: 
Fand, found... 
Fangle, newfangle, fond 

of : what's new. 
Farles, thin oat-cakes. 
Faſh, trouble. | 
Fauſe, falſe 
Faut, fault. 
Fee, wages. 
Feirs brothers. 
Fendy, active, induſtrious. 
Fenzae, feign. 
Ferly, wonder. 
Fey, attended by a fatality. 
Flee, fy. 
Flouks, founders. 
2 to ſcold. 


"Ys My 


Gane, gone. 


Gawnt, to yawn. 
Seck, ro for and jeer, 


Sin and gif, if. - he A 


Fore, to the fore, in being, 
or laſting. 


Fouth, plen 
Frae, From: 25 


Fraiſin 0, babling with 4 
fooliſh wonder. 
Fdu or fu', full. 


G. 
AB, the mouth. 
Gabocks, UA arge | 
mouthfuls. | 
Gaberlunzie, & wallet that 
hangs on the fide or loin. 
Gae, gave. Id. go. 


Gar, make or cauſe. 
Gawſy, jolly, large. 
Gate, av 

Gawn, going. 

Gawd, gall' d. Id. e 


Gawky, empiy, fooliſb. 5 * 


Genty, and bean. | 


Glaive, a ſword.” 
Glakit, idle and romp jb. 
Glee; 70y. 
Gleed, ſquinting. 1 
Gleen, a bollew: leteveen * 
Bills. | . 
Gloyd, an old horſe, 
.Glowr, to ſtare. a | 
Gowk, the cuckow. 14. a 
*( 
Gowping, ban 


cap. 


EXPLANATION f | 


Graip, to grope. Id. a tri- 
dent fork for dung. 
Graith - rag 
Grots,. kinn d oats | 
Gutcher, „ 


EHalucket, 

whimſical. 
Hale, abole. 
Haly, holy. 
Hame, home. 
Hames 

core about the neck Y a 

cart-borſe. _ 
 Hawſe, embrace. 


hight - 


Heere, 10 /ift. 


12 promiſed. - 
eugh, any ſteep place. | 
HodP.” to waddle in Wall- 


| . coarſe chath.. 
Hows, hollows. 


* fas. 


again, the motion * a 
Balance. 

III-fard, 

* 5 ; 5 


7 
pg 


| I b 
J525 10 jee back and 


il. farour 45 or 


* * 


miuc d with ſewer. 


and. 13 


— 

1 Ale, 2 

wweet-beart. 
to bow. 


Foul! 
4 rk, weary, or tired. 
Irie, afraid of ghoſts. 


Iſhogles, ſeicles. 


Iſe, I ſhall. 
| Ither, other. 


K x 

" AIRN, or Cairn, 
heaps of monumen- 

tal ſiones. 
Kame, comb.- 
Kail, coleqxvorts. Id. broth. 
Kebuck, a cheeſe, 
Keek, peep | 
Ken, know, 
Kepp, to catch. 
EKilted, tuck d up. 
BEV : ds 

irtie, etticoat. 
8 e goſſip. 
Kurchie, e eee 


iy 


| p AG, fo fall behind. 
| Howms, vallies on river- Laig h, lo. 
| ne 


oak ſelf. 
Laith, loth. © 
Lapperd, curdled. 


Law, low. 


Lawty, juſtice, 
Lave, the re i 
Lee, fallow ground. ' 
* lovely. 


+ 3 


Leeze 


S 


the SCOTS Words. 


Leeze me, @ phraſe uſed 
evhen one loves oy is 
pleaſed with a perſon. 

Leil, exact. 

_ Leugh, /aughed. 

Lib, to geld. 

Lilr, a tune. 
inkan, to mode quic 

Loor, rather. : W: 

Loos, loves. © 

Loun, a fly wencber. 

Lout, to bow. 

Lown , calm. 

Lowan, flaming. 

Lucken, gathered FN <5 
. ano- 
ther. 

Lyart,  hoary, or gray. 


M | 
| AIK, a mate. 
M Mair, more. 
Maitt, moſt. | 


Makfna, it matters not. 

Mane, Mone. © 

March, limits or nu 
ground. 

Marrow, match. 


Maun, muſt. 


Mawking, a hare. 

Mavi, the thryb. 

Meikle or Muckle, much. 

Meiſe, move. E 

| Mends, revenge. 

Menſe, manners Id. b 
corate. 

Menrzie, 4 company or | re- 
tinue. 


x” 


| Nither, 


Milſy, 4 ſearch for milk. 
Mint, attempt. 
Minny, mot ber. 
Mirk, dark. 
Mons-meg, a 
Iron cannon int 


F Edinburgh, calle Bu 


Holding tæuo people. 
Mou, mouth. 


Moup, to eat as Gang 
terth. 

Mouter, the miller's toll. 

Muck, dung. 


Mutches, innen quoifs or 


hoods. 


A, and Nue, no, | 
mane. : © 8 
Nane, none. 
Nees, noſe „ . N I 
Net, next. > iy - 
ſtarve or pinch, | 
ny] neither.” 


05 1 2 

Ony, any y 3 A 
Owrly, 4 Shar wl | 
Owſen, oxen. 


Oxter, arm N. 


Pz 4 Lees 
Wenge crab- Hb. 


Pat, put 
Pa . Y, cunning. 
Paunches, trite, . 


1 f Peat- 
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Rite, plenty. - 
15 - Riggs, mages.) © 
% Rowth, — 


Bode, 5 
- Runkled, wrinkled. - 


ExXPLA N ATION of 


= Peat-por, peat coal-pit. 
== Pibroch, 2 highland tune. N 
1 Pickle, 4 ſmall ſhare. © 


Pig, earthen-pot . 


Plet, to fold. Id. ak. 
Pool) 
Pou or Pu, 


pul | 
Powſowdy, ram-bead fo. 
Prig, baggle. 


A 2 38 or e. | 


AIR, roar. x 
Raſhes, ruſbes, 


Red up, put in order. 5 
W oo 
KRever, 1 e 


Rifarts, rad, 955 big? 


Row, „ 
* B 0 y 


Rung, à club. 


8 2 5 or _— . 15 


ur, . 3 
Satt, . 


Jair; — 


Sei im, appearance.” : 


Sell, * 2 


| Sowens, 4 kind of ſour” 


| Shanna, ./ball nor. ob 

Shan n de hevil- 
gabit, the mouth much to 
one ſi de. ; 


Þ - Pillar, foo! of repentance. « wo 
= ne," pain. 
Fi, ſtrength. 


haw, ſbocv. 1d. a hen ch 
* | 


Tow. 


e, 4 
A ſhire icky. a fee, R 


; 1 Sic or Sick, . 


— 


Sican, ſuch an one. 

Sin or Syne, ſince. 
Sindle, ſeldom. Sp 
Sinſyne, ſince that ume. 
Skair, 2. - 


2 Skaith, harm, loſs. 
Snkink,. 


rong ſoup. | 


Sma', ſmall. 


: Snack, ſmart. 


Snaw, fuoco. 


Bneiſt, 70 ſnarl. 


Sniſhing, ſnuff. 

Snood, 4 3 ky 
Snug, convenient, neat: N 
Sodden, boi d. 7 >; | 
Sonly, fartinate, Jolly. . 4; 
gruel, boil'd like paſte. 


3 Sour, of ſheep 20. 


Spake, fpcke. - 

Speer, to ank. | | 

Spelding, ary'd biel Y 

Stane, fone.” . 1 | 

Starns, Harn. 3 
el, 


Stock, Ju alk ba 
Sten 

Stirke, givin, Cha 
| Stoup, a prop. 


Strae, ſtrau. 
Streek, ſtreteb. 
Stenzie, to ſtain. 


Swats, /mall ale. 
Sweer, unwilling, lazy. 


Swither, in doubt. 
33 328 onions. 


A 


* 


Ts "45 BRIE 
Tald, told. 
Taken, tohew. : 


2 taten. Id. the one. 


Tap, top. 

au, tall. 
Thae, theſe. _ 
Tent, notice. 1 


Theyſe, they ſhall. \ 


Thole, 10 ſuffer. 
Thowlefs, /pivithſs. 
Thud, noiſe of 4 SOT: 
Tine boſe. 


Bo Titter, rather.. 


Tocher, dowry. 

Tooly, fight, LES EP? 
Todlen , avolling ſhort Fe. 
Touzle, to rute. 
Trig, neat. | 

Trow, believe. 


Triſte, appoint ment. 


| Twin, Fo 8 from. 


the sc OTS Words. 


„ 
AD, would. © 
Wae, evoe. © 
Wale, to chuſe the choice. 
Waen, child. | 


Br 14h faded or * 


ther d. 


Wan, pale ale. Id. Won. 


Walop, gallop. 


Wame, vomb, belly. 


Ware, beſtow. 
War, worſe. 
Wat, know. © 
Waws, walls. 
Wawk, walk. 


Id. batte. 


Wawkrife „ Hot n to 


ſleep. 


Mear in, hem in. 1 
Ex; 


Wee, little. 


Weind, bought. | 


Weirs, wars.” 


Wha, vbo. 


W hang, à large cut. 


Whilk, evhich. 


Whinging, whining. _ 
Whiſht, hold your peace. 


bite. 


Wilks, periwinkles. 


Win, or Won, dwell. 


Winna, will not. 


Winſome, handſome. 


Wiſt, known. 


tra 


| E what matters 1 | 
| Whillywha, 2 cheat. * 


Witherſhins, fo. move con- 
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EE EXPLANATION / &. 
3 Wood, mad. ; Unco, very ſtrange. 


ES AD, a mare. 

| I Veſe, ye ſhall. 
Myſon, the gullet.  Yern, deſire. 
Wyte, to blame. | Yeſtreen, yefternighs. 


| The Reader is deſir'd to correct the following Errors, occa- 
ſion d by the Diſtance of the Author from the Prefs. 


Page 42, line 16, read, I met. p. 70, I. 21, for thron, r. 
thorn. .-p. 79, I. 7, for gang, r. gane p. 80, 1. 25, for ſyaith, 
x. Skaith. p. 97, I. z, for fourth, r. fouth. p. 107, 1. 6, for 
Pat, r. ſweet. p. 119, 1. 9, for me, r. my. p. 162, I. 15, 
por har, r. war: p. 174, 1. ult. for angle, r. angel. p. 181, 
5 1 2x, x. A bakbread. p. 194, 1. 20, for ſhum, r. ffn. p. 197, 
L x7, for faid, r.'fald. p. 237, l. 4,for play and, r. playand, 
p. 286, 1. 6, for Oh! lead to, r. Oh! lead me to. | 
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